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Taste 
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‘Are you alright? Bruce inquired softly, his voice barely even a murmur as he held onto the older man's 


larger hand. 


A crimson flush crept into Steve's cheeks and the singer watched him duck his head, giving a short curt nod. 
His hand moved, perhaps in a feeble attempt to pull away, but it put no real effort into it. Instead, the 
bassist's long fingers remained tangled with Bruce's shorter ones. They were so close, the halway almost 
completely dark save for a few dim lamps. Steve's back was pressed against the flat surface of the door to 
his own hotel suite, his chest heaving slightly. His chestnut brown curls were a mess, falling over his face and 
tumbling down his shoulders. It was way past midnight, the risk of someone showing up sliom at best. Bruce 
couldn't help but feel his belly flutter, for quite some time he'd been harvesting feelings, concealing them 
thinking the other man felt nothing in return. Now, he was beginning to have second thoughts. 


‘Look at me: 


Bruce's tone was still soft, but more direct. Almost demanding as he took a gentle but firm hold of the taller 
man's chin with his free hand, gently urging Steve to pick his head up until their eyes met. The bassist was 

struggling to hold the stare, gasping softly in surprise when the singer's callused fingers slid into his mane to 
tuck some stray curls behind his delicate ear. Bruce couldn't hold back the wide grin splitting his face in two, 
dimples and wonky teeth on full display. Steve was beautiful like this, shy and almost helpless. So vulnerable, a 


side to the older man that the younger had never before seen 


‘You're beautiful, Harry, said the singer, leaning just a little bit closer until their chests molded lightly 
together. ‘I still don't get how you don't see it: 


Steve exhaled a shaky breath, his eyes suddenly widening and the pupils seeming to grow. His bottom lip was 
wobbling briefly, the blush intensifying but he didn't look away when Bruce cupped his cheek. The younger man 
could feel the rasp of faint stubble against his palm, his thumb running over one of the bassist's defined 
cheekbones. His eyes shamelessly admired Steve, drinking in his beauty and feeling his body heat bleeding 
through the fabric of their shirts. 


‘So are ye, the bassist finally whispered, hesitant as if he was afraid he might be saying something wrong. 


In response, the singer raised his eyebrows and it was his turn to feel a tad flustered. He brought his face a 
bit closer to the older man's, mere inches, but he noticed the way Steve's breath hitched in his throat and 
felt the dampness of it against his own lips and chin. 


‘Thank you: 


Bruce smiled, his eyes drooping just a bit. He was drunk but not wasted. Just tipsy enough to feel alright, 
normally brave but he'd never have dared to get this intimate with the other man without some liquid 
courage. Reaching up, the smaller man's thumb traced the thick bow of Steve's bushy brows, fingertips 
brushing aside the wild curly fringe. He watched as the bassist's head tipped slightly backwards against the 
door, his eyes falling halfway shut and he trembled. 


Still with his face levitating towards the other man, Bruce giggled when the tip of his nose brushed Steve's. He 
didn't hesitate to nudge it, his pulse quickening with anticipation when the other man responded and even 
reciproacted the gesture. Still with the fingers of one hand tangled, Bruce let his free one slide down the side 


of the older man's handsome tan face, fingers gracing the vein along the side of his neck and cupping the back. 


A small almost moan fled the bassist's throat, his eyes bewildered. A cross between fear and arousal beamed 
in those dark chocolate brown orbs, and Bruce began to tilt his head to the side, making his intentions clear. 
The gap between their lips was almost non existant, their breaths mingling and Bruce stalled for only a few 


seconds when the taller man tensed momentarily. Then, he closed the distance. 


Steve's lips were thin but soft and warm as they molded against Bruce's. The bassist made a small noise at 


first impact, and the smaller man watched through hooded lids as the older man's eyes slid shut. Long coal 


black lashes fanned over his cheekbones, and he pressed back against the singer. Bruce's hand dropped, palm 
pressed to Steve's toned chest, right above his heart. He could feel each beat pounding against the ribcage, the 
hammering of Steve's pulse matching his own. Sweetly, he pulled back just a little and ran the very tip of his 
tongue along the seam of the older man's lips, almost astonished but pleased when Steve parted them to allow 


entry. 


Wasting no time, the singer tasted the other man. It was a slow kiss, the flavour of booze and spearmint gum 
mingling with what must be the bassist's own taste. Something spicy and heady that made Bruce's entire body 
tingle. Grunting softly, he pressed his body tighter to the older man’s, linging them up and deepening the kiss. 
At first, the bassist wiggled but soon he settled down, and for the first time, his free hand dared to move. 


Bruce sighed in contentment, licking the roof of Steve's mouth when long callused fingers danced up his back to 
slip into his long silky soft strands of auburn hair. They combed through the lengths, then tangled in them. The 
singer thought if he died now, he'd die happy. He broke the kiss for a brief moment, only to nip at the older 
man's lips until they were sore and swollen and crimson red. Steve's heavy breathing was more than enough 
encouragement, along with the way his body shuddered when the singer cautiously rubbed the erogenous spot 


concealed behind his earlobe with his thumb. 


The scent of Steve was all around them, overpowering the smaller man's senses. Male musk, past show sweat, 
sharp cologne and the heady coconut shampoo mix the bassist would always use in the shower. It drove the 
singer wild but soothed him at the same time. Panting, he finally drew back to admire the other man's face. 
The tip of his nose was red, his lips parted and glistening with saliva His eyelids were shut and quivering, a 
sudden gush of air ruffling his bouncy curls. 


‘| want you. Fuck, I've always wanted you,' Bruce suddenly blurted out, the words unsteady. 


At first, the singer regretted it, and wanted to take it back Steve didn't need to know, besides the actions 
alone were proof enough of the mutual attraction Bruce feared putting it into words might scare the taller 
man away, but instead, Steve's eyes snapped open. His orbs burnt with lust and something else, something 
more akin to affection It took only seconds before their lips crashed together again, teeth ferociously clashing 
and lips bruising with the intensity of their kisses. Their hands everywhere, pulling at each other's hair, slipping 
beneath the hems of their shirts to feel smooth strong backs and hairy toned chests. Groins grinding together 
as their moans were muffled by the other's mouth. Blindly, Bruce's hand fumbled for the key stored away in 
the bassist's jean pocket, finally fishing it up and getting the door open for them to stumble inside. 


Aftermath 
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‘Whew..!' 


Bruce huffed as he rolled over onto his back, arms splayed wide apart while he started momentarily up at the 
cream coloured ceiling. His breathing was still ragged, the singer attempting to catch his breath while listening 
to the equally hurried breathing by his side. A small smile played upon his lips, his dimples coming out to play 
as he turned his head to look at the other man. 


‘How was it? he asked softly, rolling over onto his side and propping his head up with his elbow against the 


mattress. 


With his free hand, the singer reached out to run his index finger down the line of hair that led from the 
other man's nude chest all the way to his groin and then back up again. However, he pouted when instead of 


replying or even looking back at him, the bassist kept his face promptly turned away. 
Steve? 


There was an audible gulp, the older man briefly stirring, his body twitching before he stilled again Bruce 
scowled in confusion, a nagging fear making his stomach sink. This wasn't part of the plan. Steve had been on 
board for it, right? He'd responded, he'd been very much participating, moaning and pleading. Shifting, the singer 
scooted closer to his - as of now - lover. Still, he couldn't see the taller man's face properly, dark eyes 


concealed behind messy curls. 


‘Steve, say something,’ Bruce pressed on, his hand resting over the older man's navel as a comfort, needing the 


contact. 


There was a shaky breath and then what sounded like a sniffle. It made the smaller man's ears perk, his eyes 
going wide and his heart almost stopping in his chest. The room was dead quiet, save for their breathing, and 
then it came again. It was so quiet it was barely audible, but it was there. Bruce felt the bassist's body 
tremble against his palm, felt the tiny muscle spasm tremors of someone restraining their urge to cry. 
Swallowing down the lump forming in his own throat, the younger man scooted instantly closer, leaning in to 


press his face to the older's silky curls. 
‘Please, talk to me.’ he whispered, his tone laced with uncertainty. 


‘|. | cocked u-up.. bludi ‘e-ell.: the bassist whimpered, another sniffle following as his voice broke, this one 


louder than the previous. 


Holding back a gasp, Bruce caught his bottom lip between his teeth and bit down until he tasted the iron tang 
of blood. His first instinct was to assume Steve hadn't really wanted to go to bed with him, that it had just 
been the spur of the moment. That it had been the booze talking, and it terrified the singer. He wrapped an 
arm cautiously across the older man's waist, as a try. To see if he'd get rejected. To see if Steve would move 


away from him. When he didn't, Bruce dared to pick his head up, steadying himself. 
‘What did you cock up? 
‘E-everything'.. ye, an' me - an' me family.. | n-never.. never betrayed Lainine, Bruce - |. 


Bruce winced at the pang of guilt that wound its way into his heart, gritting his teeth. He hadn't so much as 
thought of that. He'd been so intent on finally having his feelings reciprocated that he'd forgotten that Steve 
wasn't free for the taking. The thick silver wedding band around the bassist's ring finger was enough to tell 
the tale. 


‘Wot ‘ave | d-done..! 


Steve's voice was so quiet, so remorseful and sad. Bruce felt the shame washing over him, but when he felt 

the older man begin to move, he couldn't help himself. What his morals said contradicted with his emotions, so 
instead of allowing the other man his possible exit, he grabbed a tight hold of his wrist. Hard enough to leave 

bruises, desperate not to let him out of sight. 


‘B-Bruce, let me b-bludi go.!' Steve protested, struggling against the hold and turning around to glare daggers 


at the younger man, wetness brimming along his lower lashline. 
‘No: 


Bruce shook his head firmly, and instead of heeding Steve's request, he got up on his knees, wrapping both 
arms around the bassist and holding him tightly. He prayed that the older man wouldn't shove him away. To 
his relief, he felt the other man surrender and give into him. Strong arms larked around his waist and Bruce 
sighed softly when Steve buried his face at his neck and began to cry, his body shaking with each loud sob. It 
was heartbreaking, Bruce felt like a homewrecker. He could be selfish and thoughtless at times when he longed 
for something, and in this case his need for Steve had weighed higher than his morals and right or wrong. 


‘Hush, it's alright... the singer cooed, smoothing back the older man's hair and twirling some loose curls around 


his fingers. ' It's going to be fine.. 


‘Bruce - |." Steve trailed off, mumbling against the side of the smaller man's neck, nails digging into the bare 


flesh of his back like tiny hooks. 


‘| know. l'm sorry. 


Bruce was confused however when the bassist meekly shook his head, letting out a shaky huff as his sobbing 
slowly turned into quiet sniffles again, his tears subsiding. Bruce had never seen Steve cry, he was always the 
stoic and composed band leader. He had a hard time showing off emotions, so the fact that he had allowed the 


younger man to see him weep was speaking volumes of his trust. 


‘|. | shouldn't... l'm married, | should be ‘appy.. why do | bloody need you? Steve mumbled, still hiding his face 


from view. ‘| should be ‘appy, Bruce..’ 


‘And if | tell you you can have both? Would you be happy? Bruce asked softly, reaching to cup the older man's 
cheek and urge his head upwards until he could see his face. 


It hurt. Steve's face was flushed, his eyes watery and bloodshot. His cheeks were still wet, and the singer 
gently reached for the tissue box on the night stand to wipe away the traces of snot lingering under the 
bassist's red nose. He smiled bittersweetly, his eyes sad. 


‘Like | told you, | want you. You might be right, it might be cocked up. But | can't help myself, and it seems 


neither can you.' 


Bruce watched as the older man worried his bottom lip with his teeth until it looked sore and scabbed, the 
singer reaching up to wipe away his leftover tears with his thumbs. Then he leant in and pressed and slow, 


chaste kiss to the side of Steve's face. 
‘|. | shouldn't, Bruce... the bassist began to protest but then he sighed. ‘But | want ye too. Bludi ‘ell, | want ye... 


Turning his head to the side, the singer was met halfway by the other man as their lips connected. It was a 
tender, sweet kiss, emotion pouring into the act. When they finally broke apart to breathe, Steve's eyes looked 
clearer. Bruce knew he was still weary, still felt guilty. It was understandable, and the singer wondered if he 
shouldn't be more responsible. He was being persuasive, but he couldn't resist. He'd lose himself if he lost 


Steve now that he had him, now that he knew they both felt the same pull. 


‘As long you do, that's all that matters: 


Morning 
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Steve was first to wake up, as usual. He'd always been an early riser, on the contrary to Bruce who'd never 
really enjoy getting out of bed before noon But this morning was no doubt different, because this time it 
wasn't Steve having breakfast alone waiting for his band mates to rise after waking up in bed alone and taking 
a cold shower. This morning, as the bassist rolled over, he was met by the sight of the singer still sleeping 


peacefully by his side. 


Bruce was snoring quietly, wrapped up in most of their shared bed sheets like a cocoon His long strands of 
auburn hair were tangled and thrown over the pillows, one hand supporting his chin. The singer made a small 
mewling noise, smacking his full lips before settling down again and Steve felt his belly flutter. He couldn't recall 
when was the last time he'd felt this way about anybody,if he ever had. He'd been convinced Lorraine was the 
one, but she never made him this sentimental. The way Bruce's eyelids quivered, the way he scrunched his 


nose as he slept. It all got to the older man. 


Cautiously, Steve reached across the bed and tucked Bruce's silky strands of hair behind his protruding big 
ear. It made him look almost innocent and childlike, and Steve let his callused fingertips trace the smaller man's 
stubbled angular jaw until his thumb brushed the plump pink bottom lip. Without realizing it, the corners of 
the bassist's lips twisted upwards into a small smile. Then, without hesitation, he leant in to press a chaste kiss 
to the smaller man's forehead before rolling over to get out of bed. 


Padding over to the mirror, the older man threw a short glance over his shoulder. Bruce was still sound 
asleep, shifting to roll over onto his back. He made a choking snore noise and then mumbled something 
intelligible and Steve found his smile widening as he shook his head. There was that pull on his heartstrings 
again before he turned to his own reflection, examining his own appearance. He pursed his lips as he spotted 
the dark hickeys trailing from his jugular all the way down his chest to his lower belly and below. It made the 


bassist's cheek burn brightly, but at the same time there was a warm sensation spreading in his chest. 

‘You up already?" said a sleepy voice and Steve almost yelped, startled. 

‘Bludi ‘ell. 

Amused, sleepy eyes looked back at the older man as he spun around, watching the singer sit half way up and 
yawn while stretching his arms above his head. He then scratched the wild fur covering his chest, giving off a 


cat like grin. 


‘You want to come back to bed?” he purred. 


‘| think we should probably get up, y'know, said Steve shyly, peering through his bangs and suddenly self 
conscious as he folded his hands neatly in front of his crotch. 


‘Says who? We're not going anywhere for hours: 


Steve bit his bottom lip, swallowing hard and his pulse quickened as he padded slowly back over to the bed and 
settled on the far edge. He still kept his hands to himself, turned only slightly towards the smaller man but he 
didn't resist when Bruce scooted closer to him. Soon, a gentle hand ran down the length of his back, tracing the 


juts of the older man's spine. 


‘You don't have to stay. I'm not forcing you, said the singer, and Steve wasn't looking at his face but he could 


hear the fear in the younger man's voice. 


The bassist shook his head, finally daring to look over his shoulder, their gazes locking. Steve had never seen 
the other man so insecure, Bruce's usual cocky composure gone. Instead, he looked lost and uncertain. With a 
trembling hand, wishing only to reassure, Steve reached for the younger man's jaw and cupped the side in his 
large hand, his blush intensifying as he pressed his forehead to the other man's. He shut his eyes, too 


embarrassed to bear the other man's gaze. 


‘| want ta stay, he admitted, and knew he should feel guilty but with Bruce's sweet scent surrounding him, he 


couldn't feel an ounce of remorse for his actions. 


Neither did he stall, when Bruce's hand came up to circle the back of his neck and rub the nape tenderly. It 
made the older man's skin prickle, giving him goosebumps and making him shudder. He was prepared when the 
singer's lips sought his, and met them in a soaring kiss that left them both breathless. Whatever might have 
frightened him last night, now he couldn't think of a reality in which he wasn't sharing this morning with Bruce. 


‘Good, ‘cause | want you to; said Bruce when he broke the kiss to catch his breathe, nudging the older man's 


nose with his own. ‘You want to shower with me? 

Steve's eyes flew open, his face heating up as he watched the younger man wiggle his eyebrows and offer a 
cheeky grin while slipping out of the blankets. Extending his hand, the smaller man took Steve's larger hand in 
his and pulled him up on his feet, their nude bodies tentatively brushing. 

‘tll wash your back: 


‘| bet ye'd bludi fancy that, the bassist mumbled, his heart hammering against his ribcage. 


‘So would you, Bruce murmured as he rose up on his tip toes to nibble the older man's earlobe, making Steve 


gasp in the process. 


Doubts 
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Steve sighed with an audible huff as he rolled over onto his stomach. Another night in the same hotel room, 

although thise one was lonely. Not uncommon, since Lorraine wouldn't follow on tour when she had a little one 
to tend to back home. Steve himself would gladly have helped, but his daytime job prevented him from it. Not 
only that, last night was already sorely missed. 


The bassist missed Bruce. He missed the feel of those callused hands, stronger than any female's. He missed 
the silky soft auburn strands of hair sliding against his own flesh, missed the feel of the singer's sweat damp 
muscles under his own touch. He missed the taste of Bruce's greedy mouth, the fire burning in those hunger 
amber eyes. His body ached for the younger man, but that wasn't all. He missed the sensation of waking up 
next to the smaller man, the sound of his light breathing and his soft murmurs. 


The silence at the moment was jarring, and Steve felt as if the walls might be closing in around him. The room 
was shrouded in darkness, save for the few dim lights burning outside of the window behind the closed 
curtains. The bed was soft, the same one he had spent last night in. The sheets weren't changed, and as the 
bassist buried his nose in the pillows, he inhaled the younger man's scent deeply. It was sweet, a tang of 


cinnamon and too much cologne, but mostly post performance sweat. 


Balling the fabric of the sheets in his hands and taking another deep breath, the bassist opted to roll out of 
bed. He stood on slightly wobbly legs, sleepless as so often when away from home. Sometimes he'd sleep for 
aproximately two hours, maybe not even that. He seemed to have trouble adjusting comfortably in a place that 
wasn't familiar. Last night, he hadn't had that issue. Not with the singer tangled up in his arms. 


Heading for the mini fridge, Steve crouched to pop open a beer can before pulling the curtains aside and 
opening the balcony door. He was on the ninth floor, knowing no one would peep. Not that there were a lot 
people around at three in the morning. Leaning against the railing, the chilly night air prickling his bare legs, 
Steve took a chug of the beer. 


Bruce was likely still out bar hopping. That's what Steve prefered to imagine. he didn't want to consider the 
second alternative, that the singer might already be in bed with somebody else. Somebody who wasn't him, 
somebody who wouldn't miss him the next morning. It felt like a kick in the gut, a pang stabbing right at his 
heart and the bassist ground his teeth. 


He didn't feel anything. Not like that. It had just been desire right? A need to be close to the younger man, a 
fancy. That was all, wasn't it? Clenching his jaw, Steve narrowed his eyes as he regarded the stars hanging 
overhead. Yet, his heart ached just the same. He could picture Bruce in the arms of some leggy, big boobed 


blonde. Her lips all over his throat, his dick inside of her. It burnt, and Steve pursed his lips. 


Why would he even care? He didn’t care. It wasn't like he loved Bruce or anything. As a friend, sure. But he 


wasn't in love.. was he? 


Flinching, Steve dropped his beer can and watched it fall the several feet off the balcony until it collided with 
the pavement below. Swallowing hard, he felt his throat constricting in fear. Running his hands through his 
curls, he tried to calm his racing heart and not panic. He wasn't interested in men, not like that. But he'd slept 


with Bruce. And he'd enjoyed. And now he missed the other man 


This had been a terrible mistake. 


Lie 
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‘| can't do this anymore: 

Bruce froze, hands midair as the bassist stalled, backing away from him and out of his reach. 

‘What? the singer said, the fear bleeding into his tone as his arms fell limply to his sides. 

It felt as if the air had been sucked right out of his lungs, as if he couldn't breathe. All the colour drained 
from his face, the warmth evaporating from his body. Steve's eyes were clouded, downcast beneath his 
furrowed brows. The singer knew exactly what the other man's words meant, yet he couldn't believe it. He 
couldn't fathom their impact. 

‘This. Ye an’ meself. Us. | can't do it, Bruce: 

Steve's tone was steady, unwavering almost as he folded his arms across his chest. He seemed unfaced by the 
words he had just uttered, as if what he was saying didn't concern him. Bruce felt his throat constricting, his 
heart dropping into his stomach. He felt sick, as if he might throw up. Everything he knew was being ripped 
from under his feet. 


‘Why?' was all he could respond, his voice threatening to break. ‘Steve, why? 


The bassist shook his head, and for a brief second, it appeared as if quilt flashed across the other man's 
features. Did he hesitate? But it was gone in the wink of an eye, replaced by a cold stoic mask of indifference. 


‘It wos a mistake. | should never ‘ave let it get this far. 'm sorry: 

Bruce winced, as if he'd been physically hurt. He clenched his jaw, ground his teeth together as he hung his 
head. He curled his fists only to loosen them again, soundlessly repeating the action to attempt to distract 
himself from the pain. Yet, it hurt more than anything he could recall 


‘You said you fucking wanted it. You said you wanted me.. 


‘| lied Steve responded, his tone so void of emotion it was almost monotone. ‘Perhaps | thought | felt sumthin’, 


but | wos wrong: 


Bruce couldn't hold the tears back. Slimy and thick, they rolled down his cheeks in globs to drip off of his chin 


The singer felt ashamed, for allowing himself to think the bassist could ever want him. He'd been contemplating 
telling the other man that he didn't only desire him, too. That he'd actually fallen in love. Now, he was left to 
pick up the pieces of his shattered heart. He sniffled, humiliated as the other man remained emotionless in the 
wake of his sniffles. Bruce couldn't grasp how a man he'd thought of as shy and emotional could be cold and 


cruel. 


‘| hate you, the singer spat, throwing a nasty glare although its intensity was blurred by the watery surface 


shrowding his amber eyes. 


Turning on his heel, he left the hotel suite. He hurried down the hallway, one hand covering his mouth to 
muffle himself until he could hide within the confines of his own room. Then, he sank to the floor. He wailed 
until he lost his voice, until no more tears would come. Until his face was puffy and red, until his throat was 


raw. Sobbing into the emptiness. 


What he didn't see was the bassist collapsing onto his own bed, face buried in the pillows as he wept. 


Caught 
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Days came and went. Turned into weeks, months. Instead of sealing the wound and helping it heal with time, it 
grew deeper. As if each moment spent together had the knife wedging itself deeper into Bruce's back, twisting. 
Steve would barely speak to him, avoiding him at all cost unless conversation was a necessity. It left a gaping 


hole in the singer's chest where his heart used to be. And he still didn't understand why Steve had lied to him. 


It was the same when Bruce grabbed ahold of the older man's arm in the empty parking lot, hidden out of 
sight behind the band's monster of a tour bus. Bruce had been searching the other man's eyes, once again 


met by indifference, and he'd had enough. He needed answers, he needed the truth. 


‘Why the fuck are you doing this? Its enough that you fuck me all over, but now you can't even behave like a 


grown fucking man. If | don't matter to you, why the fuck are you ignoring me? the singer inquired sternly. 
‘Because you're in the past: 


Bruce wrinkled his nose in distaste. Steve sure knew how to hit right where it hurt, and this was a kick in the 


gut. Yet, something nagged within the younger man, causing him to refuse to buy short and simple responses. 
‘You're bollocking me. You're lying, you cunt: 


Prove it, said the bassist as he looked over his shoulder, his eyes dead and cold as he stared the smaller man 


down. 


Bruce pursed his lips, a lump forming at the base of his throat. He couldn't prove it, in fact, he'd hoped the 
other man would be the one to explain the true reasons. Instead, he was met by nothingness, and with a growl 
of frustration, he used all of his body mass to hurl himself at the older man. With a loud thump, the singer 
shoved Steve up against the metal side of the bus, successfully pinning him with his own weight. Their faces 


were mere inches apart. 
‘You think you can fucking toy with me, Harris? l'm sick to fucking death of your bloody games: 


It was as if something snapped within the singer as he crashed his lips onto the other man's; sharp teeth 
biting Steve's bottom one until it broke and Bruce tasted blood. At first, the bassist went rigid, then he clawed 
at Bruce's bare upper arms, leaving deep scratches down the hairy toned flesh. Bruce only bit down harder in 
turn, gnawing on the older man's lips until Steve made a muffled noise that might have been a yelp. Then his 
lips parted. 


The low moan rumbled through the bassist's chest, Bruce felt the vibrations of the sound reverberating 

through his own torso like a dull hum. As he tasted the older man, he was met by a greedy tongue and the 
two men shared the iron tang of Steve's blood mingling with their saliva, the singer's hands dropping to grab 
ahold of the bassist's firm ass. Kneading it firmly, the smaller man grunted as his band mate rolled his hips 


against him. 

When the kiss finally broke with a loud smacking noise, Bruce opened his eyes. His chest heaved for breath, his 
cock hard and throbbing between his legs. Steve was in no better shape, residual blood drying on his lips as his 
hooded, wide blown eyes stared right back at the singer. 


‘You're such a fucking liar, Harry. Fuck you! 


Steve almost flinched when Bruce spat at his feet, wiping his mouth and throwing a disgusted glare while he 


backed away from the older man 
‘Don't fucking look at me again until you got your fucking head sorted out: 
Bruce turned away, desperate for a drink and perhaps someone or something to assuage his arousal. Likely, it 


would end up being his own hand anywhere he could hide to get the business over with. But the drink was stil 
tempting, to make him forget. Behind him, Steve's ragged breaths echoed as the taller man sank to the ground. 


Confrontation 
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Steve swallowed hard as he put down the phone. There was a dull ache in his heart, Lauren's sweet voice stil 
lingering in his ears. She'd just turned three, and she'd turne dout to be a rather chattery little girl. Which the 
bassist didn't mind, he could listen to his firstborn kid for hours given the choice. Still, the conversation with 
her and Lorraine had left a bad taste in his mouth. He knew he should be pleased, he should feel more at ease 


once he'd spoken to the most important women in his life. 


Yet, every word Lorraine had said to him and felt off, his wife telling him about everyday life as it went by at 
home. Something Steve was rarely involved in, given his constant touring. Lorraine would of course come along, 
but right now she was pregnant and wouldn't dare risking travelling. That in itself made the bassist's guilt all 
the worse. He thought he was sure he loved his wife, that she was the one. He no doubt missed little Lauren 
with all his heart, missed her chubby little hands playing with his curls and her bright laughter. But, speaking 
to Lorraine, he hadn't felt much of a pull. Not the ordinary longing he had been left with the first few years 


of their relationship, a time when it ached to be apart from her only for a couple of hours. 


With a sigh, the bassist leaned against the payphone booth, running his hand through his hair. He picked his 
head up and looked through the transparent glass of the stall, and immediately his eyes drifted to Bruce. The 
small singer was standing by the side of the neatly parked tour bus, having an animated conversation with 
Nicko; arms vividly gesturing. Nicko let out a hearty belly laugh that Steve could hear even from his safe spot, 
and Bruce's dimples were on full display as he grinned toothily. The bassist almost winced at the warm 
sensation pooling in his chest cavity. It made his heartbeat race, and he despised it. 


Licking his lips, still sore and swollen from Bruce's attack the other day, the bassist exited the booth. Ruming 
towards him through the post midnight darkness was Dave who immediately wanted to trade places, a gleeful 
beam on his face as he stated he wanted to call Tamar. Steve's stomach sank, the guilt consuming him as he 


knew he should have been just as giddy to hear from Lorraine. 


‘Already back? | thought you'd be ‘kin stickin’ ‘round in there for hours! Nicko exclaimed, wriggling his 
eyebrows suggestively. 


‘Fer yer bludi record | wos speakin' ta me wee lass,’ Steve muttered, throwing a small glare, his patience 


already growing thin as he desperately attempted to avoid eye contact with the third party. 
‘Lorraine's not coming over for this tour? 


Steve bit his bottom lip, he'd hoped Bruce would have kept his mouth shut, but of course not. Peering out 


from beneath his wavy fringe, Steve felt his cheeks burn at the intensity of Bruce's amber eyes on his own 
chocolate ones. He shook his head and stuck his hands down his jean pockets. 


‘No. She, uh, didn't want ta travel. Might be risky fer, uh, y'know, the baby: 


‘The baby.. Bruce frowned, before realization dawned on him and he set his jaw tight. ‘Having trouble keeping 
it in your pants, Harry?" 


Steve ducked his head, scowling at the bitter, hostile tone. Nicko seemed to sense the uncomfortable tension, 
because he began to slowly back away, offering some meek excuse in his usual loud tone before quickly 
hurrying towards the gas station 

‘She's me wife, we're just tryin’ ta bludi expand out family, Bruce, Steve finally huffed under his breath. 

‘Yeah, ‘cause your family is doing fucking swell, isn't it? the singer remarked, folding his arms across his chest. 
‘| have a feeling Lorraine wouldn't be so fucking eager to hop in bed with you if she knew where you come 
crawling from: 

‘Tuck ye,' Steve spat, eyes narrowed dangerously. 


‘Oh, | already have, and as far as | know, you seem to fancy some cock up yer arse pretty fucking well. 


Steve snorted indignantly as if choking on air; his face heating up in embarrassment, even the tips of his ears 


burning with the deep red flush. 
Shut the fuck up: 


‘Why? You fucking scared someone's going to overhear me? Scared someone might run back home and give 


word to your little missus? Tsk You pussy: 


Steve growled, the shame creeping in, and beneath it lay the dark sinuous desire that kept him tied to Bruce. 
And not only that, there was the remorse and the regret for making every single conversation with the singer 


take a left turn. 

‘Besides, | thought | fucking told you | didn't want to hear from you until you grew some bloody bollocks, eh? 
Why don't you just fuck off, go back pining for Lorraine or whatever the hell you fancy spending your time 
with: 


‘| wosn't fuckin’ pinin over anybody, | called ta talk ta me bludi daughter, Bruce.’ 


‘Yeah, whatever, the singer shrugged, trying to come off as careless as possible while examining the nails of 


his right hand closely. 


The silence lingered over them, uncomfortable like a storm cloud. Steve was surprised Bruce wasn't walking out 
on him, despite his threats, so after what felt like an eternity, he couldn't help himself. He felt so empty on 
the inside, hollow and numb. Except for when he wasn't, and he took a couple of steps closer to Bruce, glancing 
around to make sure no one was supervising them. What he wanted to say was for Bruce's ears only. 

‘|. | don't miss ‘er... the bassist whispered in defeat. 

‘Huh? was all the singer responded, but he barely looked up. ‘Don't miss who?" 

‘Lorry. l.. | called ta talk ta Lauren, ‘er birthday wos the other week an‘ | couldn't see ‘er, y'know. Told ‘er I'd be 
comin’ ‘ome ta see ‘er as soon as | could. If it weren't for ‘er, l. | don't think I'd be goin’ anywhere in the next 


few months: 


‘Didn't you say your wife was fucking pregnant, though? the singer pointed out, his tone harsh but not as 
accusating as Steve had anticipated. 


‘Yes. She is. Don't ye think | feel like a right arsehole fer it? the bassist admitted under his breath, his throat 


constricting. ‘| should want ta be back ‘ome fer ‘er sake, shouldn't 1? | should.’ he trailed off. 

‘So why don't you..?* asked Bruce, and suddenly Steve became aware of the fact that the smaller man had 
inched just a bit closer to him, and he felt the singer's eyes on his face as he awkwardly rocked back and 
forth on his heels. 

‘Because - because yer not there. 

‘What? 

‘| said.. | don't wanna go ‘ome because yer not there’ 


‘So it's my fault now?" said the singer, annoyance seeping back in 


‘Nol Steve raised his voice momentarily, but his tone was exasperated, the fear bright in his dark eyes. ‘No, 
it's me fault, | s‘pose.. | just." 


The silence was back, it felt as if it would crush the bassist, would make his walls cave in on him. He'd never 


been any good with words, and the pressure of the moment and the situation he was caught in didn't help. 
‘Steve, said Bruce, his tone steady and firm, albeit still soft and tender. 


The older man swallowed hard and shut his eyes, feeling the warmth pour into his bones when a small callused 


hand gently cupped his cheek, urging him to pick his head up. 


‘What is it you're trying to say? | think | got the gist, but I'd like you to spell it out for me, alright? | can't 


just assume shit about you, | need you to try to be more concrete with me: 
Steve nodded weakly. 


‘| just.. | call Lorry, an’ | should be ‘appy ta ‘ear from ‘er, shouldn't |? But I.. it feels as if ‘ome, back with ‘er 
an’ Lauren, I'm - l'm not meself. She doesn't fancy this sort o' life, she always wonders if I'm gon run away 
from ‘er., The baby comin’, they're me life, an’ bein’ with me girl is.. but Lorraine, | just.. an’ when I'm on tour, 


there's ye. An’ ye make me smile, ye make me feel.’ 


Trailing off again, the bassist sighed in exasperation, trying not to visibly tremble. He hated the fact that he 
knew what he wanted to say, but the words got tangled up and stuck on his tongue. 


‘Take it easy, Harry. Breathe, the singer simply instructed, his free hand coming up to join the other as he 
cradled the older man's jaw in his hands, thumbs stroking his slightly stubbled cheeks to encourage. 


‘| might be a right cunt, Bruce. | might not know wot the bludi e'll I'm doin’ ‘alf the time, | just.. | wanted a 
family life, art | thought Lorraine wos the one but then ye showed up and | - |--' the bassist's voice cracked 
and he squeezed his eyes shut, his tone quiet and wavering when he finally found the ability to speak again. ‘I'm 
s-so bludi s-scared.. 


And then, there were a pair of warm, full lips pressed to his own It was a chaste peck, barely even the ghost 
of a touch, but the bassist responded for the few seconds that the contact lasted The breeze made the 
smaller man's scent of cinnamon and too much cologne tickle his nostrils, made straight silky soft auburn 
strands brush his cheek and chin. 


‘And how did that feel? Did it scare you? Fuck what you think other people might say, just for now. Fuck 


Lorraine, fuck your dad, fuck the band and Rod. How do you feel? Does it scare you, do | scare you? 
‘no. 


Steve shook his head briefly. Bruce didn't scare him, his feelings might on some level, or so he'd imagined. The 
concept, the notion of harvesting feelings and lust for another man. it was frowned upon. But right there, 
between the two of them with Bruce so close, it wasn't the man himself that frightened the bassist. It wasn't 
the idea of them together that left him terrified and uncertain 


‘No. Exactly. Look, lm not the best bloke in the world to come and spill your heart out to. | know I'm a selfish 
fucking prick, as you have been inquiring countless times over the years. But | do know that this is nothing to 
be afraid of. Its just the way it works! 


Steve nodded, moving just a little closer to the smaller man for fear he might leave, might change his mind. 


‘We'll figure it out, somehow. Trust me, poppet, Bruce murmured and when Steve finally dared open his eyes, 
he blushed at the sight of a cocky grin adorning the singer's face. 


‘Bruce, |--' the bassist began, but was immediately interrupted when Nicko's loud voice echoed across the 


empty parking lot. 


‘Oi, wotre you two up to snoggin' in the middle o' nowhere like a couple o' fags? Get a room, would yal he 


laughed, adding a loud wolf whistle. 


The two brunettes immediately split apart, the drummer waltzing up to them, carrying a sixpack of beers as 


he slapped Steve's back with his free hand. 


‘Tip from me, ol' ‘Arry here's a backdoor virgin, so take it easy on him, will ya? he winked, and the bassist 


almost wished the ground would swallow him whole as his face burnt. 


‘Oh, trust me, | will’ the singer srickered, of course making it sound like a joke as much as the dummer did, 
but there was a naugthy tone to his words that conveyed the hidden knowledge he carried around. ‘Wouldn't 


want to scare shy Harry off now, would we?! 


‘Course not! Nicko chimed in, giving Steve another slap on the back and ruffling his mane before climbing 


onboard the bus. 


‘He has no clue, Bruce smirked, taking a quick glance towards the phonebooth where Dave was still busy 


speaking to his sweetheart. 


‘Sod ye both, the bassist muttered, but he leaned into the touch when Bruce caressed his cheek if only for a 


moment. 
‘Already planning on it, gorgeous: 


Pursing his lips tightly together, Steve crossed his arms over his chest, trying to look strict while the blush 
spread all the way down his neck to creep into his shoudler area. Meanwhile, Bruce simply laughed at him, 
swatting his ass on the way as he too headed for the entrance of the bus and the bunk beds. Left alone in the 
dark was the bassist, sighing softly as he peered up at the stars. There was still that conflict weighing heavy 


on his conscience, but at least he wasn't afraid anymore. 


Still, a lump gathered at the base of his throat at the thought of little Lauren back home, waiting for her dad 
to come home so they could be a whole family while said dad forgot everything in the arms of another man. 


What could he do? 


When The Cat's Away 
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Steve felt uenasy, his shoulders coming up and his jaw set hard. The tension hung unspoken in the air, so thick 
it was difficult to breathe. Or perhaps that was just Steve's own paranoia, and he only had himself to blame 
for it. Still, he couldn't really bare being in the same room as Lorraine and Bruce at the same time. He'd notice 
Bruce's stares burning holes in Lorraine's back whenever she hooked arms with him, and he'd see how Lorraine 
scowled whenever Bruce would throw an arm casually around his shoulders. Still, Steve swallowed hard as the 


singer sat across the room, pretending to be reading a music magazine. 


"Will you be home for the second half of July?" asked Lorraine as she stroked the bassist's forearm with her 


small hand. 


"I s'pose, though | couldn't say fer sure yet. | might ‘ave ta see ta a couple o' things, but it should only be a 


week at the most,” the bassist shrugged in response, but made sure to avoid his wife's inquisitive stare. 


Truth was, Steve would officially be ready to go home around July loth, but he'd already booked a spot at a 
seaside hotel in Spain. It was located in the faroff countryside, perfect to remain out of sight and mind from 
the public. Perfect to keep a secret well hidden. Of course, he wasn't planning on staying there alone, either, he 
just hadn't asked his intended travelling companion yet. 


"How come you can never just tell them you have to go home? You have a family, Steve. We have kids, you 


never figured you might want to be home to actually see them grow up?" 


Lorraine pursed her lips, her scowl intensifying and the warmth in her eyes disappearing. Her stroking hand had 
stilled, instead her long sharp nails dug faintly into the man’s skin like little daggers, or hooks. 


"| can't, its me job, Lorry. | ‘ave ta do wot | ‘ave ta do, an'| do see ‘em, they come wif us on tour as much as 
they can, don't they?" the bassist simply replied, his own tone a bit less fond. 


‘On your terms, yes. Never on theirs, and god forbid it, never on mine," the woman snapped, letting go of her 


husband as she got up on her feet with a sigh. "l'm going to buy myself some water, do you want anything?" 


Steve shook his head and looked the other way, folding his arms across his chest defiantly and Lorraine simply 
huffed in reply as she left the room. On the other side, Bruce picked his head up as soon as she was gone, 


peering with his huge amber eyes over the hem of his magazine. 


"Awful load of bollocking going on between the two of you, don't you think?" he remarked. 
"One could say that, | s'pose." 


The singer rolled his eyes, throwing a quick glance at the door before he got up on his feet, and Steve heard 
him pad across the floor to settle on the sette where the bassist was already located. The magazine lay 


splayed atop the chair where Bruce had initially been poised. 


"Don't be pouty Harry, the missus is the one turning the cold shoulder, not me," the smaller man chuckled 


with a small smile, reaching up to tuck the bassist's curls behind his ears. 


At first, Steve was close to telling the other man off, but as soon as he turned his head towards him and met 
those huge eyes, appearing so innocent despite how mischievous and downright nasty their owner could be, he 
melted. Biting his bottom lip, he too kept an eye on the doorway, just in case, even though he knew his wife 


wouldn't return for at least another five to ten minutes. 


"Actually.. Lorry wanted me ta be ‘ome earlier, but I've.. sort o' already occupied meself between the ITth ta 


23rd.. course, it could be rearranged, given ye might be up ta sumthin'.." 


"What does that have to do with me?" the singer looked confused, tilting his head to the side and pursing his 
lips. 


The bassist blushed, lowering his voice and leaning in closer to the singer, placing one big hand on top of 


Bruce's smaller one in the process. 


'|.. booked us a suite. Spain, just ye an me fer five full days. Countryside, no questions asked. Nuthin’ gets out, 


|. well, ye could say no. But if ye say yes, well, uh.. consider it a sort o', uh, early birthday gift, | s'pose.." 


Steve felt his face burn, there was a mild shame nagging at the pit of his belly, the guilt still slowly blackening 
his heart. But at the same time, he felt overjoyed, longing to be with Bruce in a place where no one would 


judge them, where they could be together in the sense that Bruce always wanted for them. 
"| know it ain't a load, but---" 


Steve couldn't finish the sentence before Bruce pressed his index finger to the older man's lips, effectively 
shutting him up in the process. Glancing quickly over his shoulder, he then removed his finger and leant in to 
press a soft, chaste but tender kiss to the bassist's lips. Steve sighed in contentment and responded, his racing 
heart hammering in his chest while the butterflies exploded in his belly. On top of that, was the thrill of 
sneaking around, the knowledge that this was forbidden made it feel even more right, and he couldn't hold back 
a soft moan when the singer teethed his bottom lip before withdrawing. 


"I'll keep those dates free, | have an interview in the morning on the Ith, but other than that it should be 


clear. | think | can make it in a few hours or so, you won't be lonely? I'll tell Pad | need some time off, she 


knows me." 


Steve nodded, his own jealousy stirred awake at the sound of Paddy's name. She was Bruce's newfound 
girlfriend, and he already loathed her. She was too posh, too far up her own ass. The bassist would prefer to 
ask Bruce to dump her, but knew he couldn't demand it with the way he himself was living his life at the 


moment. 


Footsteps echoed through the hall outside, and the singer was quick to get up on his feet and scurry back to 
his intial spot, while the bassist folded his legs and turned his head towards the window again. A couple of 
seconds, and then Lorraine settled back down next to him, popping her waterbottle open without a word. Steve 
watched out of the corner of her eye as she gave the singer, who had picked his magazine back up, a long, odd 
glance. Accusating, almost knowing. Swallowing his pride, the bassist put his hand on her knee and gave it a 
gentle squeeze. 


"Ye want me ta look after the wee ones tomorrow? | can ‘andle it, ye could take the day off shoppin’ if ye like? 
Ask Bruce's lass, Paddy. She needs a bit o' company, | s'pose," Steve offered, forcing himself to introduce Paddy 
in a good light, to speak fondly of her. 


Even Bruce seemed to jump at that, his ears perking, but he was quick to play along. He knew what it meant, 
and a huge grin split his face in two, dimples on full display. 


"Yeah, she would fancy that indeed! She's been wanting to meet the rest of the girls, she might take some 
advice from you, given you've been around for the longest. | could help Harry here look after the sprogs, too, 


if ittds help." 
Steve's eyes grew wide in alarm, the colour draining from his face for fear of Lorraine growing suspicious, but 
instead he was surprised to see her smile back at the singer. it was a genuine smile, one the bassist hadn't 


seen in a long time. 


"That actually sounds rather nice, Bruce. Thank you, I'd like to pick up on the offer. Ask Paddy for me, will you? 


She could call me later at the room, if she agrees." 
"Will do," Bruce said, making a miliarty salute before rushing towards the door. "I'll ask her right away.’ 


"Looks like you two are playing dollhouse tomorrow," the woman stated, her expression unreadable as she took 


another sip of water, but her tone sent an unpleasant chill down the bassist's spine. 


Playing with Fire 
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"Brucie?" 


Bruce looked up at the little girl mirroring his own stance; legs folded Indian style and she was holding a rather 
battered Barbie doll in her tiny hands. Looking after the two girls, Steve had ended up rushing little Faye out 
after dinner, as the baby girl had attempted to devour her meal with a good chunk of her upper torso and 
required an urgent costume change. The singer couldn't fathom how the older man had the patience to be so 
sweet with the girl, and he greatly admired him for it. Steve was succeeding in being a rather ideal father, 
doing his best to take care of his kids, and Bruce had to admit he could see that the older man was well cut 
out for the role. He himself got along much better with the older girl, Lauren She was clever for her young 
age, and talked a lot. Almost too much for a mere three year old. It brought out his own chattiness, as well as 


his childishness so he couldn't turn her down when she asked him to play with her and her dolls. 


"Yeah?" he said curiously, raising an eyebrow at the girl's strangely serious expression, a far cry from the 


grin she'd bore mere seconds ago. 

"Daddy loves you," she said, clear as day with no hesitation 

The singer was so taken aback by the sudden statement that he could only gape, and in spite of his usually 
shameless self, he felt the heat seep into his cheeks as he blushed He had no idea where it had come from, 
and he almost shyly shifted a little, suddenly very interested in examining the fair haired doll he held in his 
hands. 


"Uh, well, course he does. We're best mates, you know. You do have a best mate too, don't you? At 


preschool?" 


Lauren shook her head and put her barbie aside to fold her tiny arms across her chest, her scowl almost 


reprimanding in its nature and very much reminiscent of her father's. 


"Yes | do, but its naughty to lie, Brucie," she scolded and Bruce ducked his head, his shoulders coming up as he 
felt oddly embarrassed that she could tell so easily, despite being such a young child. 


"Well, your daddy is my best mate.." he did his best to explain, but trailed off when he didn't know quite what 


else to add, putting the doll he had been holding aside in favour of scooting a bit closer to Lauren. "He's there 
for me, and l'm there for him." 


‘Mommy says that if grown boys kiss other grown people, it's because they're their sweetheart. | saw Daddy 
kiss you on the mouth like this," the girl explained, and picked up the two dolls between them to demonstrate 
the act she'd witnessed. 


Bruce felt all the colour draining from his face, a sense of dread sinking into his heart as it dropped to the pit 
of his belly. Last night, Steve had indeed kissed him, and he'd been surprised that the bassist had been the one 
to initiate the act but had greatly enjoyed the new assertiveness he'd discovered. They'd been watching some 
old cheesy western on TV, after Steve put the girls to sleep. Problem was, they'd both been convinced that 
they were on their own. 


Steve was alone at home, looking after the two girls while Lorraine enjoyed a rare couple of days of freedom 
with her girlfriends. Bruce himself had offered to help babysit, rather than going with Paddy to see her folks. 
The singer couldn't stand their prickliness, and he hadn't realized that concealing his and Steve's relationship in 
front of little Lauren might be just as difficult as hiding from her mother's knowing eyes. 


"| won't tell Mommy. Mommy says, if you're married you can't kiss somebody who isn't your husband or wife, 
but | think that's weird. You can love loads of people, right?" Lauren's eyes were wide as she looked to Bruce 


for an answer to her innocent question, and he swallowed hard. 

"Well, technically yes, but being married is.. sort of like a promise. You promise only to kiss your husband or 
wife, and to have only them as your sweetheart," Bruce said before thinking, and almost mentally slapped 
himself when his educational streak came out before he could control it. 

"So Daddy promised Mommy to kiss only her on the mouth?" 

Bruce nodded slowly, his mouth feeling dry. He couldn't very well drop the conversation like this, who knew 
what Lauren might run off telling her mother unless he somehow solved the situation But he wasn't sure 
whether there was a way to salvage it, either. 

"But he kissed you too," the girl cleverly pointed out. 

Bruce nodded again, rubbing at the tip of his nose as he avoided the litle girl's inquisitive dark eyes. Eyes so 
similar to her father's. She seemed to be just as smart as her father, as well, and sometimes the uncanny 
resemblance was brought out. Now, she was scowling thoughtfully. 


"Would Mommy be sad if | told her?" 


"Yes, very sad," Bruce admitted in a weak tone, awkwardly rubbing at the back of his neck; feeling the heavy 
guilt that for the first time threatened to devour him. 


What kind of a man was he, coming into this little girls life to steal her father away from her mother and 
shatter her family? What kind of a man was he for wanting his own happiness, and attempting to pursue it by 
stepping right over this child's parents in the process? His chest felt tight, it wasn't fair. It wasn't fair to 
Lauren, or Faye. It wasn't fair to Lorraine, either. Or Paddy, come to think of it. 


Lauren on the other hand looked contemplative for a moment, as if considering the meaning of the words and 
completely unaware of the man's inner turmoil. She pursed her lips and tapped her little fingers against her 


knee for a moment before searching the singer's eyes again 

"Would Daddy be sad?" 

"Your daddy would be sad if your mommy were," Bruce whispered. 

"No, would he be sad if he couldn't kiss you on the mouth?" the girl corrected, tilting her head to the side. 


Bruce's eyes went wide and his head snapped up, colour once more flooding his cheeks. Truth be told, he hoped 
Steve would be sad if they couldn't be together, he had a hunch the bassist would be, but he himself was so 
insecure. Steve was full of doubt and contradictions, it was hard to tell. One day, Steve would want intimacy 


and carresses, the next he might act as if they were barely even aquaintances. It could turn on a dime. 

"| believe so." 

"And you?" 

"Me?" Bruce croaked, clearing his throat, wondering why his feelings were even taken into the equation 

Lauren got up on her feet then, and padded over to the singer, kneeling before him and cradling his sharp jaw 
in her small hands as she examined his face closely. Bruce felt himself tense up, found he had to brace himself 
not to rear back and away. There was something in her eyes that seemed so mature, so far beyond her slight 
age, and it startled him. She seemed to understand in a sense an adult couldn't, with the innocent, straight 


forward logic of a child Without hesitation, Lauren reached for a strand of his long auburn hair and began to 


braid it. 


| braid Daddy's hair sometimes," she explained with a casual shrug that was almost eerie. "It helps him feel 


better when he's sad, he says." 

They sat in silence like that for a while, and eventually Bruce's hand came up to caress the little girls soft 
wavy hair. It was as soft as her father's, a small pigtail tied with a bow on one side, and Bruce knew it was 
Steve's doing. His heart was pounding, hammering against his ribcage like a caged bird, fearful of speaking. 


"Would you be sad if Daddy stopped kissing you?" Lauren finally murmured, without looking up. 


Bruce swallowed hard, his throat constricting almost painfully. He didn't know why Lauren made him so 


emotional, her questions were so simple and yet they all hit home, hit him where it hurt the most. They 
stabbed right at his core, made all the questions he kept asking himself stir up. 


"Yes. Yes, very." 

"Then | won't tell Mommy, | don't like seeing you sad. You have puppy eyes, sad puppies make me cry too," said 
the girl and finished off the braid by setting it in place, pulling her little pigtail free and using the ribbon to tie 
off her comparatively neat handiwork. 

The little girl then shifted to crawl over and grab her discarded barbies again, before handing one of them 
back to Bruce to signal that she wanted to continue playing. She seemed to already be over the topic, now that 
she had her answer, and didn't seem to realize that the singer was more than a little shaken 

"Daddy loves you a lot, Brucie," she said however as she reached for a doll brush and began accidentally 
tearing chunks of a redheaded barbie's rooted hair out by brushing it too violently. "He called you his 
sweetheart. He never calls Mommy that." 


Bruce gasped and barely managed to hide his shock at the girl's perceptive observation behind a feigned grin. 


"| love your daddy too," he admitted, and although it made waves sorrow wash over him, he managed to keep 


the toothy grin intact. 


He couldn't mask the way his hands trembled, however. 


Three Words 
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Bruce smiled fondly as he lingered naked in the doorway on the way back from the bathroom, carrying on a 
fresh package of baby wipes in his hand. Much as he himself felt an urgent need to pee post orgasm, Steve 
tended to doze off in the aftermath. How long he was out depended on the intensity of the climax, it could be 
anything from ten to thirty minutes. Given hindsight though, the singer estimated something closer to the 
latter. But he didn't really mind that, instead he padded over to the kingsized bed of their shared suite and 


cautiously climbed onto it. 


Steve looked so peaceful in his sleep, all worries forgotten. His cheeks bore a rosy hue and his wavy bangs 
were tousled over his forehead. He reminded Bruce of Sleeping Beauty where he rested, hair fanned out over 
the pillows and black lashes fluttering. He may not have golden hair, but he did have the curls. His lips may not 
be full, but they were pink and soft as silk to the touch. Without thought, Bruce dipped his head and pressed a 
chaste kiss to the older man's forehead before extracting a wipe from its plastic consider. He wished every 
day could be like this one, just him and Steve. No responsibility, no women, no Maiden. Just them, here and now. 


Carefully, the singer cleaned up the other man. Any traces of cum were removed from his curly chest hair, 
his belly and further down between his thighs. Bruce didn't do it because Steve had asked him to, but because 
he enjoyed it. It soothed him to take care of the bassist, and once he was finished, he crumpled up the used 
wipes and tossed them in the trash can offered by the little desk across the room. Turning back to the older 


man, Bruce bit his bottom lip and leaned in close, his head next to Steve's on the pillow. 


Sure, he knew reliable Paddy was waiting for him back at home. He knew she suspected something, had from 
the start, and he'd almost spelled it right out to her several times to see how she would take it. She'd simply 
shrug, say something along the lines of "as long as you don't shag other girls," and leave it at that. To Bruce, 
it was a strange way of handling the situation, but one he was grateful for nonetheless. If only his lover had 


had the same luck in regards to his woman. 


Lorraine hated him. Bruce knew it. She didn't have to say it, he could see the jealousy and envy in her eyes. 
She masked it well, knew how to be polite, but she'd slip up from time to time. Snap at his heels like a dog, her 
fiery stare burning holes in his back when he turned away. Not that the feeling wasn't mutual. The singer 
loathed Steve's wife with every fibre of his being. She had what he wanted, what he craved. She kept the 
bassist almost at her beck and call, and their sharing a family with kids didn't exactly help in making Steve 
available. Though, when he was alone, Bruce hated himself most of all. For being a home wrecker attempting to 
steal away the dad of three little girls, and for having a devoted girlfriend without giving her his whole heart. 
Why wasn't what he had enough? 


"Bruce..2" 


Bruce was almost startled by the voice interrupting his reverie, and he opened his eyes to find Steve's own 


chocolate ones staring drowsily right back him. 
"Mm?" murmured the smaller man and yawned as he stretched out by his lover's side. 


Steve said nothing else, he simply blushed and offered a tiny, shy smile. He shifted slowly to roll over onto his 
side, grimacing a little when certain muscles protested against the sudden movement. The singer could only 
chuckle and raise an eyebrow, at which the bassists blush intensified from a faint pink to a deep crimson red 
shade. Unable to resist, Bruce reached out to tuck a couple of the bassist's wild dark curls behind his delicate 
ear. It exposed the man's long neck, the pulse point peppered with blossoming love bites. 


"What were you going to say?" 


"I fergot.." the bassist mumbled quietly, quickly ducking his head and averting his gaze, immediately revealing 
the lie. 


"Tell me, the singer inquired, but in a soft tender tone, trying not to pressure the older man despite his 


curiosity. 


"Well, this. Ye an' me, l.. | quite fancy it, | s'pose," the bassist admitted, with what was supposedly an attempt 


at a noncommited shrug, but it came out more awkward than anything. 
Bruce laughed, not his usual hearty laughter, but a softer one that was almost reminiscent of a purr. 


| must say, l'm not surprised. I'm imagining you wouldn't be here otherwise. That said, | sort of enjoy it 


myself." 
"Despite all the bludi bollocks an’ sneakin' around an' wot not?" 


Bruce scowled for a brief moment, confused by the serious expression on the other man's face, but in the 


end, he nodded sincerely. 
"Despite all that, yes." 


Steve seemed to take some time to let that sink in and Bruce snuggled a little closer. He'd always been the 
more physical and touchey feely of the two, needing closeness o validate the bond between them, be it sexual 
or emotional. He found his heart racing when, fo 

emotional. He found his heart racing when, for once, Steve responsed almost immediately by larking one arm 
around his waist and hiding his face against the hollow of his neck. The singer giggled faintly when he felt the 
older man's damp breath tickle his skin. 


"Are.. ye ‘appy wif this?" 
"With what?" 


"Well, uh, knowin that... this is all that's goin’ ta come outta it, y'know? We ‘ave ta fink o' the band, an’ our 


girls. | ‘ave ta fink o me kids." 
"| know." 
"I know ye know, but are ye ‘appy?" 


Bruce took a deep breath and held it in before releasing it in a long, heavy sigh. His fingers played nimbly with 
the bassist's silky curls, twining them between the digits back and forth as a distraction 


"As happy as | can be, given the circumstances," he finally decided, although there was a hollow ache beginning 
to work its way into his heart. 


‘Its not just sex, y'know. Ye an’ me." 


Bruce clenched his jaw for a moment, feeling his heart rate quicken when he didn’t fail to pick up on the shaky 


note to the older man's statement. 

"| don't.. y'know it, I've said it before. | never cheated on Lorry, not once, not until ye kissed me that night." 
| know," the singer interrupted, which seemed to make Steve lose his trail of thought for a moment. 

‘I've. no other man. Only ye." 

"| know." 

Bruce felt almost like a broken record, every word was a rehash they'd gone over a million times before. It 
happened every time Steve felt guilty or ashamed or afraid of their relationship. If it could even be called a 
relationship, that was. 

"I fink.. im in luv wif ye." 

Bruce flinched, a sharp shudder passing through the length of his body. His heart nearly stopped in his chest. 
That was new. And unexpected. The bassist must have noticed, because he too seemed to tense up, his nails 
digging faintly into the flesh of the younger man's lower back. 


"Bruce.. | luv ye." 


This time, the voice was barely a whisper, hesitant and laced with so many different emotions. But it was 


honest, and the singer knew it. 

"| know." 

That was a lie, Bruce didn't know. Hadn't known The lump forming at the base of his throat was enough 
evidence of that, but he braved the urge to cry; swallowed that ball of tears down. Affectionately, he traced 
his fingertips up and down each jut of the older man's spine. 

‘| love you too, Harry," he said, the weight of the words strange. 


Never had he found them so difficult to pronounce, and yet their meaning had never rung so true. 


"We're cocked up. Do ye s'pose were damned?" the bassist mumbled after a while, his hold on the smaller man 


tightening, as if he was afraid to let go and clinging onto the singer for dear life. 


"If we are, at least in Hell we'd be together, wouldn't we?" the singer joked and purposely poked Steve in the 


side, knowing how ticklish the other man was. 


The bassist yelped in response as predicted and finally pulled back just a little to give his lover a playful glare, 
then his expression softened, became almost sombre. 


"That wouldn't make much o' a ‘ell, eh?" 

"No, not really," Bruce agreed with a chuckle, before pressing a quick kiss to the taller mars lips. 
"Bruce?" 

"Mm?" 

"Fank ye" 

"For what?" Bruce scowled in confusion. 

"Fer.. sod it. | sound like a bludi girl, ugh," the bassist exclaimed, colour once more bleeding into his cheeks. 
"You sort of do, but | tend to fancy it" 


"| s'pose thats sumthin' good ta come out o' it" 


Seduction 


Author's Notes: 
| was originally not gonna add any smutt to this fic, but then | wrote this and it fit into the narrative so well 


that | thought what the hell! So here you go, have a smutty chapter ;) 


Steve purred softly as Bruce's tender fingers combed through the lengths of his curls, soothing him where he 
rested with his head on the smaller man's lap. The singer was watching some dull documentary about 
aeroplanes. Sure, the bassist did happen to fancy documentaries in themselves, he just wasn't very fond of the 
specific topic, or the show host. He'd much rather have watched the program about Charlemagne, but it was 
Bruce's turn to take a spin with the remote. That said, it was still nice to have some time together, to forget 
family matters. To forgets wives and kids and whatnot that had become part of their ordinary daily lives when 
they were off Tour. 


"I'd like to learn to steer and fly one of those beasts someday," the singer commented, and Steve didn't have 


to see his face to notice his excitement; it was apparent in his tone. 


"Ye'd crash it before ye could get it off the bludi ground," the bassist teased with a chuckle and pouted when 
the younger man playfully whacked him over the head with his palm. 


"Fuck off," the singer giggled, and Steve smiled softly to himself, snuggling up closer as Bruce went back to 
Toying with his hair. 


Steve had once assumed the love he felt for Lorraine was the ultimate sort of love. The one that could move 
mountains, the one that was true and pure. When he first met her, he'd been smitten, doing anything to be by 
her side and make her notice him. Eventually, she had, and she'd felt the same way. He'd been more than 
satisfied to be in her arms, to let the world know she was his woman. He'd been envisioning his future with 
her, growing old together, devoted to one another. And then, Bruce had entered his life. At first, he'd spent 
months; years in denial. The pent up frustration causing them to fight, the sexual Tension sometimes almost 


crackling between them. The emotion one even worse, making the room vibrate with need and longing. 


It had take four long years. Four years of suffering, of denial. Of Steve constantly telling himself Bruce was 
only a friend, and that if he avoided him, the strange admiration would go away. If he simply kept his distance, 
the feelings couldn't hurt him. And yet, for each time he saw Bruce, for each time he spoke to him, it grew 
stronger. Eventually, Bruce showed up wherever he turned, making sure their bodies brushed. Sometimes, 
Steve would be frightened by it, sometimes aroused beyond comprehension. He'd begun to tell himself he might 
want Bruce, might want to sleep with him, but that was it. Nothing more. 


And then, Bruce kissed him. 


"Paddy wants us to have kids, said the singer out of nowhere, and Steve couldn't help but tense up, muscles 


suddenly rigid. 
"Do ye want ta ‘ave kids?" he said softly, willing his voice not to betray him. 


"| don't know. | don't think I'd make much of a father, eh?" the singer said, but the bassist could tell he was 


insecure and needed some reassurance. 


Steve bit his bottom lip when Bruce's hand stopped caressing, and he reached for it blindly to tangle their 
fingers together. His gaze drifted towards the two wedding rings laying on the table top. One was his own, the 
other Bruce's. They had made a habit of removing them whenever they were together. Steve wasn't sure 
when it had begun, but it had started before Bruce himself took his vows. Somehow, removing the wedding 
bands symbolized removing their responsibilites, removing their ordinary lives. Removed the constant reminder 
that they weren't alone or allowed to be together, weren't an official couple. And Steve knew Bruce wanted to, 
he had subtly hinted towards it several times, even brought it up for a conversation which had ended in 


disaster with a hurtful argument. 


"I fink ye'd make an excellent father, y'know. Just look at ‘ow well ye get along with Lauren, an’ Kerry as well. 
Not ta speak o' George, ‘e luvs ‘is uncle Bruce," Steve said honestly, wanting to encourage the other man 
despite the jealousy making his chest tighten 


"You really think so?" the singer seemed surprised, and Steve shifted to lay on his back so he could see the 


other man's face. 


Bruce's amber eyes were wide, one eyebrow quirked. The bassist did his best to look hopeful, keeping their 
fingers laced and placing their joined hands over his chest, his face feeling warm when the smaller man 
released the grip to rest his palm just above the older's heart. Steve's pulse picked up its pace, and he knew 


the other man could tell. 
‘Course, why wouldn't |? Ye know me, y'know, I'm always tellin’ the truth." 
"Like fuck you arel" Bruce huffed, but it as an amused sound, in no manner demeaning. 


"Am | fuck as like!" Steve protested, but he squealed when Bruce's free hand poked his side, taking advantage 
of his ticklish spot. "Sod off, ye twat!" 


"| don't quite feel like it," was the singer's retort and he snickered devilishly as both hands slipped beneath the 


hem of the older man's tee, fingers skimming over the bassist's bare skin until he was wriggling and howling. 


"G-get the fuck off." he wheezed, trying his best to bat the other man's hands away and gain level ground, 
seeing an opening and shifting to sit up, but instead of breaking free, he was accidentally tackled off the couch 
and landed with a bump on the floor between it and the coffee table. 


"Fuckin." he muttered, his ass feeling sore since it had hit the floor first, the singer's weight crashing down on 
him, and soon those same quick fingers were back to tickling him, making him squirm and swear in between his 


laughter. 
"S-stop.! Fer fuck's s-sake..!" 


Steve was hoarse, eyes watery and his sides aching but the singer still wasn't letting up, his amused eyes 
sparkling down at the older man from his position straddling the bassist's thighs. Then, slowly, his ministrations 
began to shift. Instead of tickling, Bruce's fingertips slowly slid down the taller man's hipbones, tracing the juts 
before the pad of his thumb dipped into Steve's navel where his shirt had slipped up. 


Steve let out a shaky exhale in relief, doing his best to catch his breath, his face feeling warm and a little bit 
sweaty, wavy bangs sticking to his forehead when he opened his eyes, blinking slowly. Bruce's expression had 
changed from glee to almost wanton; like flipping a switch. The hunger in the singer's eyes sent pleasant 
shudders of arousal down the bassist's spine, made his skin buzz. 


"Are you sure?" 


"Sure o' wot..2" Steve asked, eyelids drooping when Bruce's palms pushed the fabric of his tee higher to expose 
his torso, thumbs brushing over his stiffening nipples. 


"That I'd make a good father." 
"Oh.. yeah. | told ye so, didn't |?" 
"Yeah.. you're not jealous, you know?" 


"Would it matter if | were?" Steve shrugged, pursing his lips for a moment before gasping softly when the 


smaller man's nails pinched his right nipple. 


"| suppose not.." the singer admitted, leaning closer and his long auburn strands of hair brushed against the 


other man's sensitive bare flesh. 
"Then why d'ye ask..°" 


Bruce shook his head, looking as if he wanted to say something else before silencing himself. Then, he dipped his 
head, full lips pressing feathery kisses to the bassist's exposed chest, tugging faintly at the curly chest hair. 

Then, sharp teeth captured the free nipple, nibbling it firmly until Steve let out a ragged mewl in pleasure. The 
singer offered to response to the question, instead, his free hand traveled lower until it could slip between the 


older man's legs, palming the bulge it found there. 


"Bruce..." 


Steve's voice was a husky murmur, his cock swelling rapidly. He had never been an avertly sexual person, and 
was probably the less libido driven member of the band, but Bruce always kne whow to entice him. It seemed 
to simple for the younger man to turn him on; he knew where all his sweet spots where, knew all his 
weaknesses. Bruce could persuade him into almost anything, simply by batting his huge amber eyes and pouting 
his plump red lips. Now, those lips were kissing their way down the older man's torso as both hands had moved 
to work the zipper of Steve's jeans open The bassist blushed, his cock already throbbing with anticipation; 
tenting the boxer briefs that kept it confined. 


"Want me to suck you off?" Bruce asked, bluntly as ever, although he wasn't really going to wait for the 


answer. 


"Ah... yeah.." Steve nodded with a moan; eyes falling shut when the singer scooted down the length of his body 


to settle between his spread legs. 


The bassist raised his hips on cue when the singer hooked his thumbs through the beltloops of the pants, 
tugging them down to rest low on the older man's hips. A tiny, wet patch was soaking through Steve's 
underwear, just above the head of his dick. Bruce blew softly across the spot, and Steve hissed as the damp 
breath teased his overly sensitized length. The taller man's hands instinctively came up, long fingers threading 
through the singer's silky hair. 


"You're lucky you found somebody who fancies this as much as | do, aren't you?" the singer mused, fingers 
swiftly yanking the the other man's underwear down, and Steve sighed softly when his member sprung free. 


"You smell so good." 


Steve shuddered when the singer buried his nose in the wiry nest of pubes and inhaled deeply. Initially, the 
bassist had been sort of self conscious about sex when he wasn't freshly washed, but Bruce had soon 
explained to him that he tended to enjoy it more when the other man wasn't. His scent was stronger, he said, 
and he also informed the bassist that it turned him on. Clinging to the younger man's strands, Steve pushed 
his head back against the carpet when a Bruce's fingers closed around the base of his cock and the burning 


hot cavern of the smaller man's mouth engulfed the head. 


In a sense, sex with Bruce was extremely exciting. Sure, Steve had way more boundaries than the other man, 
and he was always pleased to see the singer accepted that without whining or forcing him into doing something 
he wasn't comfortable with, but Bruce was eager to please. Always setting his partner's satisfaction before his 
own; even getting off on it himself. Course Steve enjoyed to reciprocate, but it was nice to know it wasn't 
expected. Bruce would tend to go down on him solely because he wanted to give head, without getting any 
additional services out of it as payback On top of that, the singer had ended up cumming in his pants on 


several occasions while pleasuring his lover. 


Inch by inch, Bruce took Steve's length; swallowing it whole until his nose once again dug into the older man's 
pubes; lips pressing to the root of the thick shaft. Steve made a gurgling noise at the back of his throat, hips 
stuttering as he held still. Sure, the singer had not been the first to give him head, but he had been the first 
to deep throat him; and he never seemed to struggle with it. Now, the head of the bassist's hardon pushed 


gently against the back of the smaller man's throat, passing the soft palette of his throat. And it would only 
get better from here. Then Bruce sucked, hard and slow until his cheeks hollowed. 


Steve whimpered, his back arching up off the floor and his eyes rolling back into his head. Another suckle. And 
then another. A lazy, teasing rhythm; Bruce's mouth still keeping his full length covered. It made the bassist's 
thighs quake; made his stomach muscles quiver. The singer swallowed, his throat constricting, and just like 
every other time - Steve still wasn’t used to it even after four years together - the bassist feared he might 
lose it right then and there. 

Then, just as slowly, the smaller man ascended, pursing his lips together and faintly teasing the fat vein 
straining along the underside of the older man's length with his teeth. Steve shuddered, twisting Bruce's hair 
around his palms like a pair of reigns; needing something to cling to in order to ground himself. His dazed eyes 
fluttered open; the older man feeling rather flustered when he locked gazes with the other man. Bruce's amber 
orbs were wide blown, the irises devoured by the pupils. Then he dropped his head; the tip bumping against the 
back of the singer's throat. 

Faster. 

Faster still 

Building speed, and the singer's small but strong hand pinned Steve's hips down, preventing him from thrusting 
upwards to meet the motions. Instead, he could only lie there and take it as his orgasm came closer. Bruce's 
free hand slipped down between his legs, two fingers skillfully fondling the erogenous zone behind the basist's 
taut balls. He pressed down hard, rubbing in a pace that matched the manner in which his head rose and fell. 
"Uhn.. B-bruce.!" Steve gasped, muttering something intelligible, his ragged breath hitching in his throat. 

One. 

Steve's grip tightened, knuckles going white. 

Two. 

His legs pulled up, toes curling. 

Three. 

A fulloody shudder; then he came. 


Bruce swallowed. 


Bruce always swallowed. 


In fact, he had intially pointed out that he prefered to swallow; that he enjoyed the taste. After a moment, he 
pulled back and allowed the older man's softening cock to slip from between his lips. Steve was trembling in the 
aftermath, mouth hanging open. When he opened his eyes, he saw coloured dots float before his vision, the 
light of ceiling lamp suddenly too bright. He felt drowsy, his grip on the younger man's hair loosening until his 
hands dropped to his sides. 


"I think I'll tell Pad we should have a kid. Tell her you gave your blessing," the singer said, his voice sounding 


distant and faraway. 
"Mhm... do that," Steve nodded weakly, running one shaking hand through his hair. 
"Harry?" 


Steve forced his lids open a second time, he hadn't even realized he was dozing off or that they had closed 


again. 

"Yeah..2" 

"Don't you fall asleep on me, wanker.” 

Bruce's face was right above his, mere inches away. His expression was an odd one; a mixture of satisfaction 
and something else, perhaps sadness. Perhaps hesitation Masked by the usual cheeky grin. Steve only offered a 
lazy, reassuring smile in response; blushing when the singer nudged his nose with his own. 


"| love you." 


'| luv ye too," said Steve, responding to the chaste kiss the smaller man pressed to his lips. 


Breaking Boundaries 
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"Don't ever ye fuckin’ do that again" 


Bruce had no time to react before the Steve tackled him to the ground, and the air was knocked out of his 
lungs with one big violent huff that left him gasping for breath. They were alone, the other boys off to pick 
their share of groupies or to take showers, or perhaps both at the same time, so the only people in the 
backroom area were the two of them. Bruce felt almost dazed, his head spinning as he felt short of breath 
still, the furious bassist straddling his thighs and pinning his wrists at the sides of his head. He wriggled, teeth 
bared, but the position rendered him nearly helpless. 


"Why are you such a pussy! No body fucking saw us!" the singer finally spat, once he had air enough in his 


lungs to muster up some speech, although the words came out hoarse. 


"Ye don't fuckin’ know that! I've told ye never ta bludi do anythin’ on stage! Are ye fuckin’ doss?!" the bassist 


roared, more afraid than angry it seemed, but he would never admit to that. 


"| dol No body said anything! No body was fucking watching! When are you going to grow the fuck up?! Is it so 
fucking awful that | want to be close to you? You practically bloody beg for cock up your arse behind closed 
doors, but heaven forbid | give you a tiny little kiss when | feel like it! What the fuck is wrong with you?!" the 
singer snapped, furstration making his chest feel tight and he struggled against his confines, attempting to 
throw the older man off but to no use. 


"Ye don't fuckin’ know that! An | don't fuckin’ beg fer anythin’, yer perverted fuck!" 


The humiliation and embarrassment was plain on Steve's face beneath the mask of fury, beneath the facade 
he'd put on to conceal any other emotions. He'd never be vulnerable, and Bruce knew it, he knew half of it was 
for show just in case someone might have suspicions, but the other half was genuine. And that's what scared 
the singer, because intially Steve had been softer. He'd been sweeter, gentler. More aware and in tune with his 
sensitive side, sharing them openly albeit only for the other man to hear. Now, he barely even showed them to 
the singer, and it hurt. What stung even worse, however, were the insults. The sharp words Steve would toss 


at him in self defense, knowing exactly what to say to make the smaller man waver. 


"You can be a perverted fuck yourself!" Bruce growled, and without second thought, he spat right at the older 


man's face, satisfied as he watched the saliva run down the side of Steve's jaw. 


The bassist seemed momenatrily stunned, baffled by the act of defiance. He stared wide eyes down at the 
singer, blinking his eyes in shock. Then came an almost audible snap, it was of all sense of human emotion 
disappeared. Instead of becoming enraged, instead of snarling and seething as he usually would, the bassist's 
face grew cold as stone. His eyes almost glazed over, indifferent and demeaning. His mouth drew into a thin line, 
making Steve look almost like a marble statue. 


"Ye fuckin’ cunt. Ye tart," he said, voice so cruel and dismissive that it sent unpleasant chills down Bruce's 


spine. 


"So what? At least l'm not a controlling prick like you. | don't act all high and mighty, | don't ry to subdue my 
friends. l'm not some fucking mini Hitler, taking out my sadistic pleasures on those close to me. I'm not the one 


abandoning my kids to shag a tart" 


Bruce used the last term although it was derogatory to himself, because he knew it would be a good jab at 
the older man. If he had to put himself down to make the other man react, so be it. And he did, he saw the 


corner of Steve's lips twitch. He saw the first crack in the armour. 
"Shut up." 


"Why? You know it's true. You don't give a fuck about your kids or your wife, as long as you can snog with 
the slut. As long as you can sleep with the strumpet. Shag the slag. Fuck the floozy. Hump the harlot--" 


"Shut up." 


Steve's agitation was growing, now his eyebrow seemed to be twitching as well, the bridge of his nose wrinkling 


slowly as his eyes grew darker. 


"Hit up the hussy. Bump the bimbo. Mish the minx. Knob the cocksucker. Haul the hoe. Nail the nag. Tail the 


tramp--" 
"| said. Shut. Up." 


Bruce smirked almost smugly, watching the bassist's eyes narrow and his upper lip curl dangerously, but he 
wasn't afraid. And even if he had been, he wouldn't have stopped. He was winning, he was breaking through, he 
was making progress. Just a little farther, and he'd be reaching his goal, he'd see Steve break down and 
become the insecure but oh so sweet man he'd once cradled in his arms after thei first night together. His 


heart ached to once again be the bassist's safe haven. 
"Hustle the shutler. Prong the prostitue. Frolock the trollop. Screw th--" 
"| SAID SHUT THE FUCK UPI" 


Bruce didn't get any farther, cut off midsentence as his head snapped forcefully to the side. His cheek stung, 


his ear burning and all he could hear was loud ringing. It took him a moment to understand what had happened, 
so shocked and dumbfounded by the act. He tasted the tang of iron, blood dotting his bottom lip where it had 
been split open. His cheek pulsed, aching as it began to swell. Steve had hit him. Steve hit him. 


And then, he was free, the bassist scrambling back as if he'd been burnt. His eyes were wide in horror, hands 
trembling and clammy. But Bruce didn't notice or care, instead he laid still. Staring blankly straight ahead 
without really seeing, without focusing on any object. His head was spinning, and he felt sick. Like he might 
throw up. Yet, he forced himself to sit up, wiping his bottom lip with the back of his hand. Everything went on 
autopilot, as if his body and mind weren't connected to one another. The singer watched the crimson blood 


staining his knuckles. His blood. 
Steve hit him. 


Slowly, his eyes seemed to drift towards the other man who sat huddled by the door, legs pulled up to his 
chest. He looked so small, frightened like a little boy. As if he couldn't comprehend his own actions, as if he 
didn't fully understand what he had done. Or perhaps he did, but couldn't fathom how or why he'd been driven 
to physical violence. Bruce felt his body begin to tremble, hanging his head and fixing his eyes on the blood 
stains, feeling something sticky trail lazily down his chin to drip onto his crisp white shirt. Another blood stain, 


blossoming like a rose petal. 
Steve hit him. 


The singer reached up to touch his cheek. It stung even as his fingertips merely grazed the spot. Sore, swollen, 
a reminder. Bruce swallowed several times in a row, the lump in his throat impossible to dislodge. Instead, the 
bridge of his nose began to smart in that telltale manner before you tear up. And sure, next thing he knew his 
eyes were watering. His bottom lip was wobbling as he fought in vain to restrain any tears, he didn't want 
Steve to see him weak. Everything had backfired, Steve was the one was supposed to be reduced to sobbing, 


not him. 
But Steve hit him. 


Bruce broke, feeling as if he was caving in on himself; a tiny pitiful sniffle escaping his lips and he squeezed his 
eyes shut when his world came crashing down on him. And then he began to sob, loud choked sounds as he 
covered his face with his hands, ignoring his physical pain because greater yet was the emotional one. It 


wrenched his chest, left his heart in jagged pieces. It was agony. 
"Bruce... Bruce, I'm s-sorry.." 


The singer winced, head snapping up at the sound of the bassist's voice so close to him, his redrimmed watery 
eyes noticing the other man's face was mere inches away. His first reaction was fear, but before he could 
shove Steve away, the other man's arms were around him. He panicked, kicking and screaming and struggling 
until he was exhausted, his pathetic flails all but ignored by the older man. Eventually, he calmed down; weeping 
silently as Steve stroked his hair and back with shaking, unsteady hands. Hands that had mere seconds ago 


been used to strike him. 
"You h-hit me.." 


Bruce's voice was so quiet it was a mere whisper, and a miracle that Steve could even hear it. He hid his face 


against the older man's shoulder, too ashamed of his own breakdown. 


‘I'm s-sorry.. Bruce, | dunno w-wot came over me.. l'm s-so sorry." the bassist sniffled apologetically, pathetic 
in his self loathing, and a twinge made the singer feel bad for him. He knew he shouldn't, but he couldn't help 
himself. 


'If.. if you ever, ever f-fucking put your hands on me again.. we're thr-through. You fucking get it?" said the 
singer coldly, but his honesty was piercing. 


"Never, Bruce, l.. never, | l-luv ye." sobbed the older man, and when the singer dared to meet his eyes, Steve 
mirrored his own composure, snot and tears smeared all over his face, eyes red and bleary. "P-please fergive 


me... 


And Bruce did. Though he knew he shouldn't. 


The Cracks Beneath the Surface 
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"Steve? Do you think we can keep doing this forever? People are going to find out, one way or another." 


Steve furrowed his thick brows, lips tightly pursed as he stopped what he was doing; putting down the pen 
that he'd been using to scrawl down a sudden line of lyrics that popped up in his head in his worn notebook. He 
glanced up over his shoulder, noting Bruce's serious posture; arms folded across his chest and his long hair 


tied back in a neat ponytail. 


"Because l'm tired of this. I'm tired of running around behind everybody's backs, acting like we don't bloody 
know they're catching onto us. Have you seen the way Lorraine looks at me? Even Paddy is fucking tiring of it, 


she wants me to be around more. Fuck, we're going to be having a baby any day now!" 


"I told ye from day one that this wos ‘ow it would play out," the bassist muttered in response before turning 
back to the piece of paper in his hands. "Ye said ye wouldn't bludi mind" 


"That was years ago, Steve. Perhaps | want more out of my life than being your bloody mistress. Perhaps | 
want a family too. Perhaps | want someone who's not ashamed of being in a public relationship with me." 


"Ye damn well know that's not ‘ow it is!" the bassist snapped and slammed his palm against the table top, not 
normally so quick to anger, but deep beneath the surface there was a growing fear that nagged and fueled his 


darker emotions. 


"What the fuck is it like then?!" the singer hissed and threw his arms out, his huge amber eyes wide and 


burning from within. 


There was pain in them, and Steve recognized it well because it mirrored his own. They glared at one another, 
a thing that wasn't uncommon these days. More and more often, they'd clash and butt heads. They'd bicker, or 
argue until they were screaming insults at one another, one or both taking their leave and slamming the door 
shut behind them. For the bassist, it was torture. He was already going through similar motions with Lorraine, 
their marriage beginning to crash and burn beneath the perfect facade. Now, it seemed Bruce was slipping 
through his fingers just as well, and it left him feeling powerless. And at the same time, he was terrified of 
himself. Terrified he'd snap and get physical again. He knew Bruce's ultimatum, it haunted him as much as his 


actions. As the knowledge that he'd been able to strike the man he loved. 


Taking a deep breath, the bassist sighed and ran a weary hand through his wild mane to calm down, He'd never 


been good with words, still wasn't. He didn't know how to verbally convey what troubled him. 
"IFs." 


Steve trailed off with another sigh, shifting awkwardly as he felt the singer's eyes constantly on him. A shiver 


ran down his spine, making him feel cold. 


"That's the problem with you. You never have a straight fucking answer," the singer huffed in annoyance and 
turned his head to stare out, watching the rain falling patter against the window of their suite. "Well, more like 
one of the problems, come to think of it” 


"Ye ain't bludi perfect, yerself," Steve remarked, clenching his jaw as he put his work down a second time. The 


inspiration had run dry. 
"Did | ever fucking say | was?" 


The singer's tone was more offended and hurt than angry at this point, and Steve visibly flinched at the sound. 
Without another word he got up on his feet, turning towards the younger man as he leaned against the edge 
of the desk top. Bruce was clad in baggy sweatpants and a tee Steve recognized. Black with a tiny West Ham 
logo on the left side of the torso; it was the bassist's own. It made the older man's stomach almost sink, and 
he wished they wouldn't be so hostile with one another. All he really wanted to was to be close to the singer, 


preferably snuggled up in his arms; sharing sweet kisses and caresses. 


"No. No, ye didn't. Bruce, I'm sorry, | just.. | told ye we wouldn't be able ta, y'know, make anythin’ o' it.. not 


anymore than wot we ‘ave. | know it's not enough, I'm not satisfied meself, but--" 


"If you cared as much as you proclaim you do, you'd fucking try to get over yourself," the singer interupted 


with a demeaning snort, narrowing his eyes but still keeping his gaze averted. 


"Why the fuck do ye always assume | don't bludi care? It's just not as fuckin’ simple as ye make it out ta bel 
Wot about me kids, eh? Wot about Lorry? | ‘ave ta be there fer ‘em, Bruce. | ‘ave ta spend time wif ‘em, 


especially the kids. | ‘ave ta watch ‘em grow up, | ‘ave ta ‘elp ‘em. | ‘ave ta be their bludi father.” 


"Like you fucking cared about being a father twenty minutes ago when | fucked you til you bloody screamed 


my name." 


Bruce's indifferent shrug made the older man blush with a mixture of shame and guilt, embarrassed of his 
own behaviour. Disgusted with himself, and Bruce was right. As soon as he was in bed with Bruce, as soon as 
he was near the other man, he forgot his wife's name. He forgot she existed, forgot how hard she was trying 
to make their failing marriage last and work out. Forgot how she was willing to deny and overlook all the 
evidence pointing towards him and Bruce being quite a bit more than mere band mates or even just friends. He 
even forgot he had a bunch of little ones waiting for him back home. The ones that meant the world to him, 
the ones whom should always be put first. The ones he'd gladly offer up his life for. Yet, as soon as he found 


the opportunity, the bassist would run right back into the smaller man's open arms. Now, he could only remain 
silent, sticking his hands down the pockets of his blue jeans and staring at the floorboards. 


"Yeah, | thought so. | don't get why you don't just tell her, she already knows it either way. She just needs to 
hear you say it." 


"Wot good would it do? It's not like yer doin’ ta ditch Paddy now that ye two are buildin’ a bludi family," the 


bassist muttered arrogantly in response, kicking the air. 


"Well, perhaps you should have thought about that aspect of it before you strung me along for years, eh? | 
gave you tons of fucking opportunities to come clean to her, | kept Paddy on hold for two goddamn years for 
you. See what grief that got me, now I'm going to try to be what she deserves. At least one of us should be a 
respectable husband. Plus, | was honest from the start. She's always known there's more to us, perhaps you 


should have tried that out yourself” 
"Why are ye ‘ere then? If yer such a respectable fuckin’ ‘usband, why not stay wif ‘er. 


Steve felt the lump in his throat, suddenly finding it difficult to breathe. The air stung his lungs, prickled his 


throat as he curled his hands into fists inside his pockets. 


"Because | can't stop. Paddy knows | can't, she knows I'm here withy ou. | told her where | was going, | told her 
what | was going to do. Do you want to know what she said?" 


Something compelled the bassist to look up, like an invisible force tugging his head upwards only for him to find 
Bruce staring directly at him. That fire was back in his eyes, fierce and overwhelming; stealing what was left 


of the older man's breath away. 


"She laughed and wished me good luck And she said that she felt sorry for me, stuck on somebody like you. 
And for you, for being such a pussy." 


The bassist was about to retort, the humiliation washing over him at being belittled by the very woman who 
was attempting to steal the only thing from him that he hadn't yet fucked up. Bruce wasn't his neglected wife. 
Bruce wasn't his disappointed children. Bruce wasn't the press or fans gossiping and spreading vaguely truth 
based rumours. Bruce wasn't the disgruntled band members, kept under Steve's thumb. He wouldn't let Bruce 


become another mistake; he wouldn't let their love be tainted. 


Yet, when the singer pounced at him to catch his lips in a rough, violent kiss; he couldn't resist. Five seconds, 
and his willpower crumbled to dust in the wind. Instead, the bassist kissed back just as ferociously, the hunger 
amplified a million times over as he chewed on his lover's lips. It was as if each man wanted to crawl inside the 
other's skin, to be one with him. And later, when it was over, they snuggled up together in bed. The side of the 
bassist's neck was adorned with sharp bitemarks that would take tons of makeup and careful planning to 
conceal long enough not to raise suspicion. The mark of Bruce marking his territory. The singer himself bore 


deep red scratchmarks down the length of his back to match. Yet, the same three words were whispered over 


and over, as an apology. As a remnant of a promise slowly breaking. 
‘| luv ye." 


"| love you too." 


Winning 
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"That's my song! What the hell did you do to my fucking song?!" 


Bruce was furious, his nostirls flaring and his eyes glowing with rage as he stared the taller man down. They 
were the only people left in the mixing room, the rest had gone to get pizza which left the two brunettes 
alone for a brief moment. Normally, they'd treasure that time being intimate but not today. If the singer felt 


like putting his hands on the other man in any sense, it would be to beat some sense into his selfrighteous ass. 
"| changed it. Made it better," shrugged the bassist. "Added sum power ta the bridge." 


"But it wasn't supposed to have a powerful fucking bridge! It's supposed to be soft and hit when the chorus 
comes in! Thats how | fucking wrote it!" 


Bruce threw his arms out, voice loud and high pitched. Rare was the occasion when he was one hundred 
percent happy with a song he'd written, but this one had been amongst those few exceptions. He didn't want to 
change a thing, and when Steve had listened to it and said he enjoyed it the way it was, his heart had swelled. 
Now, instead of pride, Steve made him feel ashamed of himself when it became apparent that the bassist 
didn't think he was good enough. His material wasn't good enough without the other man tweaking it to his will. 
Did he trust him so little? 


"Well, it's me band, an wot | say is final, y'know. If ye want it on the bludi record, it's this way or none." 


The bassist spun his office chair to face Bruce, folding his arms across his chest and crossing his legs, his 
entire posture daring Bruce to defy him. Daring him to say anything at all, and the singer knew that if he did, 


he'd be axing his own song indefinitely. 


"You're a fucking cunt, Harry. A selfish fucking areshole," muttered Bruce under his breath, clenching his fists, 


but he had no choice but to be subdued. 


"No, I'm not fuckin’ cunt, | only work ta achieve wot's best fer this bludi band. Maiden is me responsibility, 
she's me life an’ the result o me ‘ard work," said Steve, his face set hard as he slowly got up on his feet, his 
slight height advantage helping him stare the shorter man down. 


"And what about us? What about everything the rest of us have put into this damn band? Doesn't it matter 
that we're pouring our bloody souls into Maiden as well?" Bruce snapped back, not one bit afraid of the older 


man. 


Steve said nothing, instead he visibly clenched his jaw as his eyes narrowed, eyebrows almost meeting over the 
bridge of his nose. He'd always been too proud to admit that it took more than one person to build a band, 
that it wasn't solely his own drive and motivations and ambitions that had created Maiden and mader her the 
beast that she had become. Sure, he'd started out, but without the additional inputs and influences along the 
way, he would never have hit it big. He would never have earned the ability to live off of the band name as a 


daytime job. 


"You haven't even fucking thought of it, have you," Bruce shook his head in disbelief. "You're fucking 
unbelievable. No wonder Ade left." 


"Ye ‘ave no fuckin’ idea why 'e left!" Steve hissed, his hand coming out to shove the smaller man back with 


force, and Bruce stumbled backwards when he hadn't been prepared. 


But he had a comeback, gritting his teeth and refusing to be shoved around, he launched forwards and 
overwhelmed the surprised bassist. In the span of a split second, the singer had trapped the taller man against 
the mixing table, one arm twisted painfully behind his back The right arm no less, the one Steve desperately 
needed to be able to strum his strings and play as he did. 


"I have more ideas than you would ever fucking guess, because you keep bloody undermioning my intelligence. 
You're not God, Harris, and you're not smarter than the rest of us. You're not better than the rest of us. 
You're a pathetic fucking coward half the time, just look at your personal private life. Look at the way you're 


lying to your missus and your sprogs, all so you can get your fucking jollies off with me." 
"That's not fuckin’ true!" Steve protested although his voice was shriller now, less composed. 


‘Oh really? Then tell me you don't fucking enjoy this," the singer spat next to the older man's ear, pressing his 


chest to the older man's strong back to make sure he couldn't move . 


Bruce used his weight and muscle advantage to force the older man to lean forwards until his temple pressed 
against the upper edge of the mixing table, sucessfully avoiding all of the switches and buttons of importance, 
and that bassist himself gripped the lower edge until his knuckles grew white, gasping when the younger man's 
free hand grabbed a rough hold of his crotch. Attempting to muster up the strength to shove Bruce away, 
Steve found that the angle was preventing him from gaining leverage. He was trapped, and he bit his bottom lip 
when the singer began to rub slow, almost painfully rough circles over the bass of his cock. Despite his 


frustration and anger, he felt it twitch willingly in response. 


"Stop it," he hissed, his eyes mere slits as he clared up at the smaller man, humiliation making his cheeks 


flush. "Fuckin' stop it, Bruce..!" 


"Why? You never stop when | ask you to. You just keep fucking me over, and contrary to the way you're 
toying with me, you seem to fucking enjoy this. Or Harry junior does, at least" 


Bruce laughed a bitter, humourless laugh as he pressed the heel of his palm against Steve's swelling shaft, 
grinding up and down as he felt the cock harden under his ministrations, makingsure the zipper gave an extra 
edge to the stimulation. Steve's muscles were tense as coil springs, but in spite of it, he had begun to tremble 


just a bit. 


"Please, fer fuck's sake Bruce." he pleaded, his throat hoarser and rougher now, the singer felt the dark 


simmering pleasure seep into his own groin when the other man's face became flushed with arousal. 


"Please? You never gave a fuck when | said please, or thank you, or whatever," Bruce huffed, rolling his eyes 
with no intention of stopping. 


Instead, he doubled his efforts, allowing his fingertips to graze over and tease the older man's taut balls 
through a layer of denim. Little by little, despite restraining himself to his best efforts, the bassists hips 
began to pitch forwards. Soon enough, Bruce felt a very faint dampness seeping through the fabric, knowing 
Steve was closer to cumming in his pants than he'd ever let on. His ragged breaths were a telltale sign 


however, and the way in which they hitched in his throat. 
"S-stop.." he mewled, voice indignant and unsteady, almost a croak. "Bruce, stop..!" 


"No," said Bruce simply, bending over to nip at the older man's nape, exposed as the bassist's waist length 


curls had fallen over his shoulder and now lay splayed across the mixing board. 
"F-fuckin' stop! l'm g-gon'..!" 

"Do it then" 

"N-ro, Bruce, they'll s-see.." the bassist whimpered, his voice full of shame. 


"That's not my problem though, is it?" Bruce responded nonchalantly, and in truth he didn't care one bit. Or 
perhaps he did, but more in a smug, dirty sense. 


"B-bruce.. please.." was all the bassist could say; his eyes screwing shut, body growing rigid and despite his 
best efforts to delay his climax, he shuddered and groaned as he came. 


Bruce chuckled when he felt the wetness soaking through the crotch of the bassists blue jeans, a damp 
telltale sign. Then, he stepped back and released the older man who sagged breathless against the mixing board 
for support, legs barely holding him up. The singer whistled to himself for a bit, the tune being the intialy 
composition of the bridge to the song he had written and composed for the record. 


"Fuck ye," the bassist hissed when he found his voice, straightening up on wobbly legs, his face a deep crimson 


red and a dark spot blossoming over his crotch area before he neatly covered with a hand. 


"Say that again and | won't be borrowing you my spare pair of sweats," the singer shrugged, still chipperly 


humming and smirking when he heard the outside door open, Dave's voice echoing down the corridor. 

Steve's face was one of horror, all the colour draining from it until he was pale as death. 

"Where are they? Bruce, where are they?" he urged, grabbing ahold of Bruce's shoulder, desperate. 

"Keep the song as is." 

"Wot?" 

"If you keep the song as | wrote it, I'll tell you." 

"Fer fuck's sake!" 

"Do we have a deal?" Bruce simply said, narrowing his eyes and waiting, the footsteps and voices coming closer. 


"Alright, fine! We keep it yer way!" Steve panted, eyes wide in terror as he kept throwing glances at the 


doorway. "Now where are they!" 


"My dufflebag," said Bruce and nodded his head in the direction of the bag stucked away in the corner of the 


room. 


The grin that spread across his face when the bassist rushed into the spare bathroom to change was nothing 


short of devilish. 


Incompatible 
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Steve shut his eyes, his back turned to Bruce where he lay naked on the bed. Everything hurt, he felt bruised 
and battered. Sore and broken. Somehow, his body had enjoyed the ordeal, and he was ashamed of it. The sex 
between them wasn't the intense lovemaking it had once been, it had become rough and violent, bordering on 
painful. Serving only as a means of getting of, it was merely a ghost of what it had once been. Yet, with the 
scent of sex and Bruce's too strong cologne in his nostrils, the bassist waited. He felt the mattress move 
beneath the weight of the man resting by his side. He felt the gentle touch of fingertips tracing his 


shoulderblades, and it clashed jarringly with their previous actions. 

With his heart sinking, his own blood staining the crisp sheets, Steve opened his eyes. He noticed Bruce 
withdrawing his hand, could tell he was shifting to sit up. The bed springs creaked, the sheets rustled 
Normally, the older man would doze off, but not tonight. His mind was running wild, his heart racing. It all felt 
so final, and he found himself almost disconnected from reality. 

"l. don't think we're good for each other, Harry. 

Steve knew what the words meant, somehow he could already foresee what Bruce was about to tell him. The 
room was thick with tension, but a sort of solemn one. A finality, something almost palpable. The bassist pulled 
his legs up, ignoring the ache of his sore lower half as he wrapped his arms around himself. He couldn't turn 
around, fearful of how he might react if he were to look at the other man. 

"I fink yer right," he heard himself say, but somehow he wasn't controlling his own tongue. 

"How long can we go on like this? l'm.. I'm tired. Fuck, I'm so fucking tired." 

Bruce sounded defeated, his tone wavering with an unspoken uncertainty. Yet, the bassist stared out into the 
empty room, yet another hotel suite. Yet another place they would never return to. Yet another memory they 
would disengage from come the future. 


"| know," mumbled Steve, and he did know. 


‘| hurt you," the singer whispered after a moment of silence, a moment in which the only sounds in the room 


were two pairs of heavy breathing. 


"Its alright." 


"No. No, it's not alright, Steve." 


Bruce was insistent, and the older man felt the mattress shift again as the singer scooted closer. He almost 
shuddered when the younger man's fingers were back, the tips tracing his bicep and down the samurai tattoo 
adorning his upper arm. The touch was so gentle, so cautious. Almost as if Bruce was afraid to trust himself 


not to wound his lover again. 


"It is. | provoked it, ye don't snap fer no bludi reason," the bassist awkwardly shrugged as much as his position 
would allow, his tone a little too flat, a little too emotionless. 


"That doesn't excuse it. l.. | can't do this anymore. | can't." 


This time, the bassist did flinch. Away from the touches as he curled up tighter. He'd endured, they both had, 
and what for? What had he discarded his family for, what had he taken his soon to be ex wife's love for 


granted for? Was this all he would ever be rewarded with? 
"Are ye callin it off?" 


"Yes," said the singer, and this time, he moved to get out of bed and get dressed, not trusting himself to 


follow his own words if he didn't leave. 
"Is it because of Paddy?" 
"No. No, Steve, it's.. we can't keep going like this. We're fucking wrecking ourselves, | can't handle it. l'm tired, 


and if | dont go now, it's only going to get worse. I'm already hurting you, | don't.. and you hurt me too. | have 


to think, | have to..." 

Silence yet again, and the bassist finally attempted to look at his companion. He rolled over onto his back, head 
turned in the smaller man's direction. Bruce stood rooted to the floor, head hung and arms folded across his 
chest. His button down shirt was askew, his now bangless long hair fell messily over his shoulders. His eyes 
were dark, brooding and clouded. So much pain, so much anger, so much regret. 


"Ye wish we'd never done this, don't ye?" 


Bruce didn't respond, the only indication that he had heard what Steve said was the fact that he pursed his 
lips. 


"Yer the one ‘oo bludi initiated it, don't ye fuckin’ pile this bollocks on me," the bassist pressed on, scowling as 
he moved, with some struggle, to get out of bed 


"l'm not blaming anybody, for fuck's sake!" 


The bassist was taken aback when the other man raised his voice, his own response to curl his fists in 


defense, to put up his own facade when he took a step towards the smaller man. 
"It sounds like yer fuckin’ tryin’ ta make me out ta be sum bludi villain 


| wasn't, but you know what, perhaps | should. Perhaps | should fucking pile it on you ‘cause you're being a 
right arsehole, you're puting fucking words in my mouth! Why the fuck do you always think the world is 
against you? Why the fuck do you think I'm against you?" 


"Well, | ain't the one fuckin’ dumpin’ ye, am 1? | ain't the one ‘oo cocked sumbody else's life up, cocked up their 
marriage, ‘cause | couldn't just keep me own feelings ta meselfl This is yer fuckin’ fault!" Steve snarled, getting 


up in the younger man's face as his rage took over. 


Bruce winced, his eyes going wide as he took the weight of the words in, and for a brief moment he appeared 
almost lost for words. He gaped, eyes big and vulnerable; pained beyond comprehension And somehow, knowing 
he could get to the younger man made Steve feel powerful, made him feel in control of the situation A dark 
satisfaction crept into his core, he could at least tear down Bruce's pride if his own heart was to be shattered 


anyhow. He could at least have that one thing. 


"The only fucking arsehole here is you, you cunt. You're the one who fucking cheated on your own wife when 
you could have said no if you didn't wanna fuck your family life up! You could have turned me down but you 
fucking lead me on! None of the bollocks happening to you is my fault, it all serves you fucking right! You're 
bloody mental if you think I'm gonna stand here and fucking take it! Its not my fault you needed some cock up 
your arse to set you right!" 


That was it. It only took one second, the bassist couldn't control himself, blinded by rage and by the stabbing, 
searing pain. It made his heart shatter, tore his pride down. Left him feeling humiliated, ashamed and guilt 


ridden. One second, as his hand flew out. 


Bruce stumbled backwards, clutching at his jaw with his hand. He was pale with shock, except for the 
blossoming swollen red state of his cheek where the back of Steve's hand had connected with it. There was an 
almost smug smirk on the bassist's face until it was wiped away, by the realization of what he had done. The 
satisfaction, the pleasant triumph of shutting the younger man up, all died down. All colour drained from his 
face, an overpowering fear washing over him. He raised his hands to soothe, to comfort, and took a step 


towards the singer. 


"Don't you fucking touch me." Bruce gasped, rearing back as if he'd been stung; visibly frightened. "Don't you 
fucking touch me ever again" 


"Bruce, l.. I'm s-sorry.." Steve mumbled under his breath, it was a pathetic excuse, a wasted apology. 
The singer shook his head in disbelief, his huge eyes glossy as they watered and his full bottom lip trembled. 


Snatching his duffle bag, he made no attempt to gather any discarded belongings as he nearly bolted towards 
the door, slamming it shut in a haste when he slipped out. 


Left was Steve, standing naked in the middle of the room on wobbling legs. A tiny sliver of crimson blood that 
wasn't his own stained the back of his hand, right over his knuckles and he panted, trying to calm himself 
down. Then the tears came. If there had been even the slightest chance for them to work it out, this was the 


final nail in the coffin. And he knew Bruce was right, it was all his fault. 


Over 
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"It's over.” 


Bruce felt numb, standing in the doorway of his own fancy house, Paddy looking up from her crime novel. His 
wife was perched on the sofa; legs crossed and one fine eyebrow quirked at him as if she intially didn't 
understand what he was saying. But, always the perceptive one, it sunk in almost immediately and a soft, sad 
expression crept onto her face. Putting the book down on the coffee table, splayed so she wouldn't forget the 
page, she got up on her feet to approach her husband. 


"It took longer than I'd expected," she said bluntly, always too straight forward and with no real grasp of how 
to be sensitive, yet her eyes said that she felt sorry for him. 


"| didn't know why | thought." Bruce trailed off, shaking his head and looking down, ashamed of the fact that he 
had to tell his wife about these things. "I just wanted it to work out." 


Paddy simply nodded. She understood. That was the one thing that had made the singer fall for her; her 
understanding. He didn't have to spell things all out, didn't have to be completely clear or mentjon every single 
detail. She was smart, she could figure it out on her own Sometimes she'd notice things before even he 
himself did. He'd told her about himself and Steve only weeks after they started dating seriously; perhaps as a 
precaution. He'd imagined she would dump him for two timing her, yet he'd explained everything about the 
pecuiliar situation he was in. Surprisingly, instead of being jealous or possessive, she'd let him be. She'd stayed 
by his side, offering aid, reassurance and a safe haven to return to whenever Steve's fire burnt him too bad. 
Almost as if she knew how turbulent the vicious cycle that was his and Steve's relationship was, before she'd 


even been sucked into the mess herself. 


Now, she put her small hand on his cheek; soothing the tender skin with her fingertips and Bruce exhaled a 
shuddering breath. It still stung, despite the wound being a couple of days old; but the physical blow was 
nowhere near as painful as emotional one. He wasn't sure how he managed to stay on his feet, how he 
managed basic functions like breathing, or what was even holding him together anymore. He felt like he was 
dying inside, the pieces of his shattered heart fading away one by one and leaving him an empty shell. He 
couldn't stop his hands from trembling where he balled them into tight fists at his sides. 


"Do you want to talk about it?" asked Paddy, and Bruce's head snapped up, at first almost dazed. 


"What's there to say? l.. | knew it would happen, you know? | knew, | just thought - hoped - that we could-- 


that |--—" 


"Hush. Breathe," said the woman as she placed her finger over the singer's lips to gently silence his rambling, " 


you could tell me why, or what happened, | suppose,” she offered with a shrug. 


"You already know the answers," said Bruce, his voice slightly unsteady with a trembling note to it, and his 


throat constricted painfully when he swallowed. 


"So? You might need to lay it all out. If you want to scream and cry, go ahead. If you want to kick something, 
just don't kick me. But you'll be climbing on the walls if you keep it inside like this. We both know that's not how 
you are, you're not the type of bloke to hide your emotions. You're the type to throw a bloody tantrum and a 
hissy fit and stomp off to mope, leaving no one in the dark as to how you're feeling. You're not like Steve." 


At the mention of Steve's name, Bruce visibly flinched. It was like a fresh stab to the open wound, and he 
swallowed several times in a row. Yet, the unpleasant lump lodged in his throat turned into a ball of tears. It 
made his nose prickle and burn; a glassy hue of wetness gathering rapidly in his amber eyes. He blinked hard, 
trying to force the tears back by squeezing his eyes shut; but they remained pooling along his bottom lashes. 
They appeared to be just as stubborn as the man himself. 


"Bruce," Paddy's voice was stern almost, scolding as she remained focused while the singer slowly fell apart. 


"Bruce, look at me." 


Reaching for the hand she'd placed on his cheek; Bruce took it in his own. He squeezed it too hard, counting on 
her for support, for her affection. She wasn't an overly touchey feely person as a polar opposite to himself; 
neither was she too openly emotional, but she was always there as support. She was a contrast to his own 
bouncy personality, and in his moment, he pleaded with her to be his pillar. He needed her to take pity of him, 
to hold him up. To comfort him. And just like always, she understood. She wrapped her tender arms tightly 
around him, following him down as his legs gave out and they sunk to the floor. Bruce threw his arms around 
her slim waist, pulling the woman close so tightly he might break her. She reciprocated by clinging to his neck, 
caressing his nape and petting his long soft hair. 


"IFs alright, sweetheart, | know you love him. | know it hurts, but you'll be alright. You'll be alright," Paddy 


cooed, pressing a chaste kiss to the man's temple as she rubbed his back in slow circles. 


Bruce whimpered when his walls finally caved in, hiding his bleary face against the side of her neck. His sobs 
were powerful enough to make his shoulders shake as he wept, but his cries were silent except for the 
occasional sniffle. Yet, his burning hot tears soaked through the fabric of Paddy's cream coloured blouse. The 
singer knew he loved her, too. Of course he did. He'd married her, he'd settled down with her. They had two 
beautiful sons together, bless them. They were a family, they were a couple, they were a union, they were 
one. He'd never doubted that for a moment, he'd never pictured a moment without her by his side since she 
entered his life. But in spite of it, in his heart, he knew he loved Steve more. Steve who hurt him, who scarred 
him, who chewed him up and spit him out - who tore him to shreds. Steve who had crossed all of emotional 
boundaries, defied all of his fears; simply to be with him. Steve, who had been so terrified of their love and 


yet could not resist its intensity. 


Letting out a strangled whine, Bruce howled his agony out loud; the arms around him tightening their hold and 
sweet soothing nothings whispered into his ear. They meant a lot, they were well appreciated. They were 

needed, necessary like the air he was bretahing. They were calming, reassuring; letting him know he was loved. 
But they weren't Steve's. They weren't apologies. They weren't promises. They weren't the end all, be all. They 


weren't enough. 


‘lm sorry I'm not him," murmured Paddy once the heaviest grief had subsided; reduced into muffled sniffling 


noises. 


"D-don't be.. you wouldn't h-hurt me like him.." choked Bruce, sincerely as he unknowingly smeared snot all 


over the place 
"And you won't love me like him," said the woman, without any trace of animosity; as a matter of fact 
"| I-love you, Pad" the singer said, speaking the truth without hesitation 

"| know. But not like that: Im not the one" 


Bruce reared back a bit, to look the woman in the eye. He scowled, despite his puffy face and redrimmed eyes, 
gaping and about to retort. Shocked, defiant and almost instinctively about to lie and declare his undying love to 
her as she deserved. But one look shut him up. The way in which she dared him to say it, dared him to 
pretend and attempt to convince her to buy the lie. And he couldn't. Not again. Instead, he hung his head in 
defeat and let her know she was right. She was always right. 


"I love you too, Bruce, but don't lie to me. | appreciate your honesty the most about you, and I'm tired of 
knowing you'd run to him and leave me in the dark if he called. Perhaps not now, but you have done it before. 
So for out sake, and for the boys, don't lie to me again," reprimanded Paddy, tucking the singer's silky strands 
behind his ear and kissing his forehead. "When you're ready to open up about him and what happened, I'll listen" 


"Thank y-you.." Bruce whispered hoarsely, placing a chaste kiss at the corner of her lips. 


Perhaps he would never be ready, but he knew his wife would accept that. It was he himself that might not 


share the same compassion or forgiving oversight while regarding his own sins. 


Make the Bed You Lie In 
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"You think lm daft, don't you, Steve. You think I'm stupid" 
"Why would ye say that?" 


Steve was confused, tilting his head to the side as he looked at his wife; yet his gut feeling was making him 
ever more uneasy when she kept her back to him. Her hands clung to the railing of the balcony; knuckles 
almost white. The sun light made her dark hair give off a reddish hue almost, like a halo. The bassist could 
sense her distress, but it made him nervous when he couldn't see her face. When he couldn't judge by her 
expression. And, given the horrendous secret he was keeping, any odd behaviour would trigger his alarm. This 


was definitely out of the ordinary. 
"You know why. Is it so fucking hard to admit it?" 


Lorraine's voice was flat and unwavering; cold almost. What more, she rarely ever swore. Sure, if she was 
angry or surprised, she might use a cuss. But not like this, not in what might as well be a normal conversation 


It warned the bassist that this was different, this wasn't just any ordinary word exchange. 


‘Lorry, luv, wot are ye goin’ on about?" Steve attempted to play dumb, to play the part of the good husband 
supporting his upset wife as he appproached from behind and put his big hands on her upper arms. 


That's why, when she shrugged them off and almost reared away from him, he tensed up. A sinking sense of 


dread washed over him, made him purse his lips as he waited for Lorraine's next move. He realized he was the 


prey. 
"How long have you been going behind my back?" 


Steve's body went rigid, the colour draining from his face to make him ghostly pale. He felt sick, nauseous as if 
he might throw up. The corner of his mouth twitched while the weight of the words sunk in. In the matter of 
seconds, the inner debate and turmoil stirred up inside. Should he lie, reassure her that he'd never thought of 
any other person but her? Should he be honest, should he reveal every single detail? Should he speak at all, or 
stay silent until her already thin patience snapped? Should he make up excuses? Should he take all the blame? 
Did she know who he was cheating on her with? Or did she believe it was just anybody on the road? Should he 
attempt to redeem himself? Did it make him any better a man if it were just one person, a friend, than 
countless nameless faces? Would she believe him if he said he still loved her? Would she let him see the kids 


if he confessed? 

‘I'm waiting," the woman said, now more urgently as she folded her arms across her chest. 
"Lorry." Steve attempted, his tone almost a coo, but to no use. 

"Don't you fucking ‘Lorry' me. | asked you a question, are you going to answer it?" 


Lorraine's voice was demanding now, pressuring him although her face remained hidden. She padded over to the 
farther end of the balcony, turned around to lean her back against the railing this time. Her hair danced in the 
wind, her expression set in stone but her doe eyes were glassy; a telltale sign of how close to tears she was. 
She might have fooled anyone else, but not Steve. Not given how long he'd known her, how long they'd been 
together. 


That's why he realized it was time to be honest with her. He'd lied enough, and he was tired. He was tired of 
constantly living in fear, running away and hiding. He was tired of the crippling guilt; the fact that he held no 
remorse for his actions making it all the worse. Despite how it ate him alive, he'd redo it all again in a 
heartbeat if he could. The only change would be that he would perhaps have told Lorraine himself, at a much 
earlier point. And he wouldn't have pushed Bruce away. Now, he shifted awkwardly from foot to foot, breathing 
in to steady himself. 


"Since ‘B6," he finally confessed, his voice barely above a whisper. 

The silence was defeaning. Lorraine's gaze dropped to the ground, and Steve wanted to melt through it. Wanted 
to be devoured and disappear from the face of the earth. One thing he hadn't expected was the shame, the 
knowledge of the fact that what he had done was selfish and cruel, all for his own happiness. Not once 
considering how Lorraine would feel if she found out. When she found out. 

"I know it's Bruce, it's always been Bruce. Bruce this, Bruce that.” 

Steve stuck his hands down his pockets, hung his head. His hair concealed his face, his own bottom lip wobbling 
just a little bit. He'd known he hadn't done the best job at hiding the affair, and he felt embarrassed to know 
how gravely he'd undermined his wife's intelligence. She was right, he had truly taken her for a fool. 

"Yes," he admitted, voice still as small. 

"And when - when he's been here, in our house, you've." 

"Yes." 


"In our bed..!" 


"Yes." 


Steve didn't know why he spoke up, why he clarified it. It wasn't necessary, it was more like Lorraine was 
struck by the relization Yet, when she gasped and covered her mouth, the bassist shuddered. The cold chill 
that ran down his spine made him almost numb, knowing that the blame was entirely on him. He remembered 
one particular occasion, remembered him and Bruce giggling as they stumbled out of the singer's hotel room 
only to crash right into Lorraine at the elevators. With their hair messy, faces flushed and Bruce's collarbone 
peppered in dark purple hickeys; they'd done their best to act inconspicious. 


Yet, the look in the woman's eyes had been one of disbelief, one of anger, jealousy and hurt. Yet, she'd bought 
it. Yet, she'd let the bassist put his arms around her waist; yet, she hadn't protested when he avoided kissing 
her lips for fear she might taste any hint as to where his mouth had been. Yet, she'd nuzzled her face into 

the crook of his neck and told him she loved him. He knew she'd chosen to deny the evidence right in front of 


her. 
"Did.. you sleep with him every time he was here?" 


A flinch. The bassist swallowed hard, his adams apple bobbing as he nodded to confirm it. He couldn't recall a 
single time Bruce had paid visit to the mansion without them ending up in bed. Or on the couch. Or the billiard 
table. Even the bar desk, or the mixing studio, or the pool. Hell, even the kitchen counter hadn't been left 
untouched. Not that Lorraine would want to know, Steve could guess she'd be figuring it out on her own, and it 


made him no less ashamed of his actions. It made him no less aware of the impact of them. 
"A-and when you.. Said you had matters to take care of, post tour.. you were with him." 


Another nod, slow and berely perceptible, but it was there. More like a tip of the head, Steve's shoulders 


coming up higher each time the woman spoke. She held all the power now. 


"When.. when | asked you t-to come home cause | w-was scared, cause | was a-alone and needed you.. when 


y-you said you c-couldn't.. when | m-missed you.. you were w-with him... 


Lorraine covered her eyes this time, sniffling quietly as her tears welled over. Steve felt his own eyes prickle 
but steeled himself not to cry. He didn't deserve to shed tears, his pain was nothing compared to his wife's. He 


was the villain, she was the victim. He was the monster, he was the selfish bastard. 
"That's why y-you always went to him wh-when he needed you, but i-ignored me.." 
"| never ignored ye, Lorry, |--" 


Steve shook his head wildly, his curls bouncing, almost shocked when exposed to the nature of his own 
previously careless behaviour. Taking a couple of steps towards the woman, his hands came up to reach for 
her subliminally. He didn't think, and as soon as his fingers grazed her tear stricken cheeks, he was struck. An 
open palmed slap; making his ear ring as he staggered backwards. The reaction eerily echoed a similar one in 


which he had been the assaultor and Bruce the target. 


"Don't you fucking touch me!" 


Even the words were the same, the rage and agony on Lorraine's face mirroring Bruce's that one night. The 
outrage that he would dare to touch her, dare to attempt to make up for everything he had done; to even 
think of the possibility that he would be able to. Dare to imply they could get through this. And Steve realized 
that in the pursuit of his own happiness, he had ended up wrecking two of the people he loved the most in the 
process. Lorraine by leaving her in the dark, and Bruce by leading him on. When the bassist touched his sore 


face, he was surprised to realize he was crying; tears wetting his callused fingertips. 
"W-wot about the kids..2" he dared ask, unable not to. 


Lorraine pursed her lips in disdain, as if she couldn't fathom that Steve had the audacity to even bring them 
up at this moment. So, he shut his mouth, stepped back, and waited. Waited, until she found her voice again. 
Waited, until she had made up her mind. Waited for her final verdict. 


"Do you love him?" 

"Yeah, b-but Lorry..e left." 

"He what?" Lorraine narrowed her eyes. 

"E left me." Steve raised his voice, the despair shining through when their eyes met. 


"Serves you bloody right," said the woman, her tone cold as ice; piercing right through Steve's heart. "It's a 
shame he got the chance to do it before | could." 


With that, the woman wiped her eyes with her sleeve, smearing mascara but hardly caring about her 
appearance. She seemed to have regained her composure, her own stubborness and ability to mask her 
emotions coming in handy. She held the man's gaze as she proceeded to wriggle her wedding ring off her finger 


only to promptly drop it to the floor. It rolled away only to disappear into a gap inbetween the floorboards. 


‘lm leaving in the morning. I'll be staying with my parents. I'm taking the kids with me. You'll hear from my 


attorney when it's time to sign the divorce papers.” 


Lorraine brushed past Steve, offering him not as much as another glance before she slipped back into the 
house. The bassist felt as if his feet were frozen to the floor, as if his legs just wouldn't budge. And when 
they finally did, he stumbled backwards until his shins collided with one of the sun chairs and he tripped into a 


sitting position, awkwardly. Then, he covered his face. 


Fragments of the Past 


Author's Notes: 
Some more pain This one has very litle if any dialogue, but | thought it was fitting for the theme of the 
chapter. Enjoy. 2 


Steve wouldn't say a word to him. Wouldn't approach him, wouldn't let the man know what was on his mind. 
Yet, he couldn't avoid stealing secret glances at the younger man as he peered through his wild bangs. He'd run 
into Bruce a few times before since their fallout - after the singer announced he'd part ways with Maiden - 
given their shared management. Each one had been awkward, never a single word spoken between the two. Each 
one was equally gut wrenching, as well. Steve would keep his head high, brush past the other man in the 
corridor without wasting a single word on him. Forcing himself not to think about him. Until evening fell, and he 


laid alone in his bed. Sometimes, the tears would come, his heart aching with longing for the smaller man. 


This week, they were playing the same festival. They weren't on for the same day; Maiden was of course 
headlinging albeit on smaller stages ever since Blaze had taken on the mantle of being the frontman. Most fans 
didn't fancy him, his voice didn't suit them right, but the bassist stubbornly pressed on. He refused to accept 
defeat. He refused to admit that Bruce had been one of the most important pieces in the puzzle that helped 


make the band's reputation and fame. 


Picking at the label of the Budweiser bottle he was nursing, Steve took a deep chug of beer and bit his bottom 
lip. Bruce looked good. Different from the last time he'd caught him, almost six months ago. Of course, his 
godawful fashion sense remained the same. He wore what almost appeared to be a pair of checkered pajama 


pants and a green long sleeved tee; unbuttoned to expose his unruly forest of chest hair. 


No, that was all to be expected. It was his hair that was different. Gone were the usual midback length strands 
of silky hair; traded in for a much shorter cut. Now, the singer had one of the popular styles worn by teens 
and young adults, and anyone else might have looked washed up. But for Bruce, it fit. The jaw length crop made 
him look youthful; it complimented his baby face and made his huge auburn eyes look even bigger. 


Steve hadn't realized he'd been staring; until the singer suddenly looked his way. For two seconds, no more, 
their gazes locked and Steve panicked inwardly. His heart nearly stopped in his chest and he quickly turned 
away, pretending to be engrossed in a poster hanging on the wall. His face burnt, a crimson blush flooding his 
cheeks. He'd be damned of Bruce knew he'd been eyeing him. He didn't care for him, not anymore. If anything, 
he hated the man for the way he had brought about Maiden's downfall. Hated him for leaving them in the 
dust. For abandoning them. At least, that's what Steve told himself in order to sleep peacefully at night. 


After maybe five minutes of blank staring at Bruce's name on the promotional poster, reading it over and over 
- having practically forgotten about his beer - the bassist snapped out of his trance. Shoulders tense, he 


slowly peeed over his own shoulder in the direction Bruce had been. The singer was gone, and relief washed 


over the older man, albeit at the same time; the lump lodged in his throat grew in magnitude. Shaking his head, 
about to head back to the bar to perhaps find some proper company to keep him distracted, Steve froze. 


Bruce was still in the room. Turning around, the bassist could see him clear as day. He was already perched on 
one of the barstools, arms wildly gesturing as he spoke animatedly. Steve's heart picked up its pace, 
hammering against his ribcage when he noticed Bruce's alcohol induced flushed cheeks. His plump pink lips 
slightly wet, his dimples on display as he beamed a toothy grin. His wide amber eyes bright and lively. It made 
the bassist's skin buzz, his hands feeling clammy. It made his heart raze, and he scowled. He didn't care. He 
didn't feel a thing. Not anymore. They were a done chapter. Over with. He only hated the singer at this point. 


Yet, when the younger man briefly looked his way; this time he couldn't avert his eyes. Couldn't avoid their 
gazes locking, couldn't bear to break their stare. Instead, for a moment frozen in time; he forgot where he 
was. He forgot the blaring background music flowing from the speakers; he forgot the chattering and ruckus 
all around him. He forgot the crowd, forgot his inner mantra. For those fleeting few seconds in time, there 


were only two people in the room. Him, and Bruce. 


The singer intially raised his eyebrows, as if daring the older man to look away and deny they had ever even 
seen one another. But when he didn't, Steve almost felt as the air was knocked out of his lungs when Bruce 


smiled at him. A forlorn, bittersweet smile. It held pity, pain, regret. But not a sliver of anger. 


Swallowing hard, the bassist couldn't take it. His heart torn to shreds all over again. He wasn't sure how well he 
was doing masking his emotions, so taken aback. He felt his eyes prickle, the walls closing in on him. He needed 
to get out before he suffocated; hurrying to make his way out of the room that was getting smaller by the 
second. To escape, to go anywhere. Anywhere away from Bruce. He needed oxygen, he needed to catch his 
breath. Somebody said his name, but it was so distant and far away. Like the ghost of a dream. He couldn't 
pinpoint whose voice, his surroundings blurring together until he finally made it down the corridor and outside 
into the chilly night air. He took shuddering, deep breaths of icy air. it made his throat burn and his lungs 
sting. Yet, he felt like he couldn't breathe. His skin prickled with goosebumps, but he didn't feel the cold. 


Steve didn't know how long he'd been out there when he finally became aware. It was as if he was floating back 
down into his own body; trembling violently from shock and from the sensation creeping back into his freezing 
limbs. He was only wearing a thin tee in the middle of Autumn, the faint rainfall making moist cling to his curls 
and flesh. Still, he kept his eyes tightly shut. Learning how to breathe and think and function like an ordinary 
man all over again. Later, he'd attempt to rationalize it away. It wasn't until it happened again that he learnt 


this was what a panic attack felt like. It wasn't until it happened again he realized the culprit. 


Then, it dawned on him. The voice that had called for him; the tone to it almost pleading. So familiar, almost like 


taken right out of a memory of happier times, so long ago. 
"Steve," it echoed through his head. 


"Steve, wait!" 


He hadn't waited. If he went back now, it'd be too late. The subliminal underlying message lost. He'd missed his 


one chance at possible redemption. It was all his fault. 
Something wet and slimy dripped off of Steve's chin. 


The voice belonged to Bruce. 


The Sun Will Come Out 
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"Dickinson residence." 


Bruce huffed, slightly out of breath from running down the stairs to catch the call. He hadn't expected anyone 
to attempt getting ahold of him, especially not while on vacation. Tonight, however, the kids were spending the 
day with their mom only for a change, an unusal occurence but Bruce hadn't minded the idea. He himself went 
out for activites with the kids without his wife tagging along every now and then, so it was only fair she'd get 
to do the same. Also, tonight was movie night for them and he felt a little under the weather just recovering 
from a nasty cold so resting up by himself felt like the way to go. That said, he'd expected a nice nap instead 
of the shrill ring tone of first one phone call that he had purposely ignored in favour of snoozing, and then 
another mere seconds afterwards the first had ended. Knowing they'd keep coming, the singer had therefore 
promptly wrapped himself in a quilt and hurried down the stairs. 


"Ello." 


Bruce tensed, squeezing the receiver tightly. That voice, the thick cockney accent. Unmistakeable, making his 
head spin and his heart race all at the same time. So familiar and yet so foreign. The voice the singer had 


never again expected to hear directed at him. 


"Steve," he gasped, almost in shock as he staggered backwards to lean against the wall for support, still 


clutching the phore in a vice. 
"Been a while, ‘asn't it?" 


Bruce pinched his lips tigthly together, having to shut his eyes for a moment so as not to hyperventilate. 
Many were the dreams and imagined scenarios in which Steve had indeed contacted him again after all this 
time apart. The fantasies had become fewer with time, but they never quite ceased to exist. Just a couple of 
nights ago when feverish and bed ridden, Bruce had had a dream involving the bassist. It was a throwback to 
when he had been sick on tour in ‘81, down with a nasty flu. Instead of being cautious to save his own skin 
from catching the illness; Steve had taken proper care of him. Making sure he had painkillers, nasal spray, 
napkins; even a wet towel, and extra blankets in case he got too cold Bruce recalled the older man had even 
spoon fed him some microwaved canned chicken soup, despite the way he himself had had no appetite 
whatsoever. The dream had Steve back in the mother hen position, nurturing him sweetly the way Paddy 


never would; doting on him. 


"Yeah. | suppose you could say that," Bruce finally managed to reply without sounding too choked up. 


"Ow ‘ave ye been?" 


Steve's voice sounded strangely calm, but then again, the older man had always known how to mask his 
emotions; especially verbally. Unable to see his face, the singer wouldn't be able to judge what the other man's 
mood was unless he somehow cracked up during the conversation. A conversation that was feeling more 
uncomfortably awkward and staggering with each second that passed, despite the short span of time that had 


transpired. 


"Good, | suppose. l'm assuming you've heard parts of my latest album, if not | could inform you it's been quite 


the hit." 


Bruce didn't mean to brag, although part of him was pleased to be able to throw that tidbit in Steve's face, 
waving it around like a million dollar cash check. Especially, given the poor condition Maiden was in at the 
moment, more and more fans turning out displeased with their direction according to media and critics. It was 


a small, spiteful victory. 


"As a matter o' fact, | ‘ave ‘eard it, yeah. It's quite good. There were sum songs | fancy, especially... uh, 
Trumpets o' Jericho, | believe it's called" 


Bruce raised an eyebrow suspiciously. 
"That one wasn't a single." 


"No, | know," said Steve's voice, his heavy breathing on the other end making the phone speakers crackle just a 


bit. 
"You actually listened to the entirety of the album..." 
"| s'pose | did, yeah." 


Bruce's eyes went wide, baffled by the confession. No stubborn denial, no beating around the bush, no excuses 
as to why Steve had felt somehow obliged or ushered into giving his exlover's new album a good listen. It made 
Bruce curious, made him wonder if somehow the older man had actually been keeping track of him. Perhaps he 
had listened to the records that had come prior to this one as well? The singer sort of wanted to press the 
bassist for information, but for once in his life he cleverly held his tongue. This was neither the time nor the 
place, besides, he shouldn't be excited about it anyway. 


"That's nice. |, uh, heard some of Maiden's newer works. | enjoy The Clansman, it's a bloody swell song, but it 
ought to be a given when you're the author," the singer had to admit, honestly thinking Blaze wasn't doing a 
half bad job on that tune. 


"Fanks, that's nice o' ye ta say." 


Was this for real? Was Steve actually saying thank you, was he truly grateful? Bruce blinked a couple of 
times, almost unable to take that fact in. Whoever was at the other end of the wire, was definitely not the 


same man emotionally constipated he'd known six years ago. 
"Who are you and what have you done to Harry?" the singer couldn't help but joke, chuckling weakly. 


"Bludi git, it's me alright," the bassist actually laughed softly at the other end, making Bruce's belly flutter 
familiarily although he ignored it. 


"Who'd have thought?" Bruce smiled to himself, settling on the spare kitchen chair placed by the wall phone in 
case of lengthy conversations. "But.. well, why'd you call? We haven't talked in years." 


Always matter of fact and blunt as ever, Bruce folded his legs and tapped his foot impatiently in the air. He 
was nervous, anxious even, to hear the answer. Not that he should be, whatever happened between them was 


in the past. Unresolved or not, he had moved on. And even if he perhaps hadn't, Steve most certainly had. 


"Actually.. me an' the blokes ‘ave been puttin’ our ‘eads together, y'know, an’ given the state Maiden is in.. we 


fought we ‘ad a good idea ‘ow ta solve the bludi cockup." 


"That's all interesting, but you're forgetting I'm not in the band anymore. | quit, six years ago, so | don't see 


how any of this concerns me," the singer said flatly, exhaling heavily. 


"Yeah, | know, but that's the catch. They, Rod especially.. well, me too.. we fought, perhaps ye would like ta 


rejoin us..?" 
"Are you out of your bloody mind?" 


"No, nol Not fer any longer amount o' time, y'know? Just fer, well, | spose a bit o' a reunion tour, y'know? | 
said itd be bludi ‘ard ta convince ye, given wot's in the past or wotever, but they fought itd be worth a shot, 
y'know? l.. figured I'd ay least speak ta ye." 


Bruce gaped. He wasn't sure what to say to that. His first mandatory response would have been a flat out no 
way; end of story. But something about Steve's soft tone got to him, it sounded almost as if the bassist had 
already given up. Which was nothing like the man the singer once knew, who'd fight with teeth and claws until 
people bent to his will. Here, he was making an attempt at contact although he knew he was more or less 
bound to fail in his recruting Bruce back into the band, even for a limited amount of time. Which was what 


made the younger man hesitate. Made him think about the offer, positively consider it even 


"That's... well. Interesting, indeed. But why now? Are you running out of pocket pennies, Harry?" said Bruce, his 


dry sarcasm mixed with seriousness. 


"| ‘ave pennies ta spare, don't ye worry about me personal expenses. | just.. well, it ‘ardly matters, does it? | 


fought itd be nice ta.. ta get the ol spark back, y'know? On stage. Playin’ wif Maiden these days feels.. a bit 
stale, | s'pose. Nuff said. Bludi ‘ell, | understand yer probably not the least interested, | wouldn't wanna get 


meself involved again if | were ye.." 


There was a hint, just a sliver, of what sounded like remorse in the older man's voice. Regret, shame, guilt - it 
was so brief anyone else might have missed it. But not Bruce, and despite the way in which he had vowed to 
himself to stay away ever since that last night together, the singer found himself vastly tempted. Curious to 
find out whether Steve was indeed a reinvented man. If he could change, at all. 


"|. | can't say | will do it, Steve. You know that. But, well, if you'd fancy continuing this conversation more 
seriously, say, over a few biscuits and some coffe, I'd be open to it. | remember how you hate tea, you 


disgrace of an Englishman If you'd be able to carry a civil conversation with me one on one, that is." 


Bruce knew he was putting all his cards on the table, wearing his heart on his sleeve. But what else could he 
do to make Steve see that he was in all honesty willing to meet up for a proper conversation? The singer held 


his breath as he waited for the reply. 


"l'd.. quite fancy that, actually. I'm s'posed ta come over ta London next weekend, ta meet up wif sum ol' mates 


o' mine. If ye like, we could take Saturday night off fer a bit o' a chat?" 


Steve sounded sincere, almost hopeful somehow and it made Bruce blush in spite of himself. Hopeful for what? 
Their golden days were over, he knew it and Steve knew it. There was no changing that. Yet, Bruce found his 
heart pounded against his ribcage at the very thought of seeing the older man again, in a non hostile 


environment. 

"| think that could be arranged. How about we meet up at the old 301, eh?" 

Bruce hoped Steve would recall the reference with the same fondness he harvetsted for the memory, 301 
being the suite they'd stayed in while on tour in London ‘88. They'd spent the full day in bed, alternating 
between cuddling like lovesick puppies and fucking like wild animals. Rod had sent them more than a few 
suspicious glances when they remegered the morning after; both men covered in dark purple hickies. It was 
still a fond memory, in the singer's mind. 

"Oh... yeah. I'd quite enjoy that." 

"Then consider it a deal. I'll book us the room, shouldn't be an issue. Got my contacts." 


"Good" 


"It is. But | suppose | should go grab myself a shower, been down with a cold so | feel | should wash the grime 


off, eh?" the singer quickly said, making up an excuse to leave for fear the conversation might turn stale again 


"Oh, uh, course. Get well soon, oh, an’ Bruce..?" 


"Yeah?" the singer breathed, his heart fluttering like a caged bird in his chest. 
'It.. wos nice ‘earin’ yer voice again." 


Bruce could imagine the older man's face in that moment, could visualize his blush with the flushed cheeks and 


the downcast dark eyes peering through wavy bangs, and it made him smile. 


"It was nice hearing your voice, too. See you soon” 


"Yeah." 


Negotations Gone Awry 
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Bruce kept wringing his hands back and forth as he waited. Anxious as ever, his legs jittery and he tapped his 
feet in different patterns against the floor beneath the table. He didn't know why he'd decided to go all fancy, 
it was idiotic. Yet, when he'd informed Paddy about Steve's call, she had actually been the one to insist he'd doll 
himself up. It seemed she always knew what to do in the situations where the singer himself felt helpless or 
lost, so naturally, he trusted his wife. She never showed any signs of jealousy or anger towards the bassist, 
but instead she'd encouraged Bruce to go through with it. She said she knew there was still a deep scar, and if 
this would help the singer heal to seal it over; it was the way to go. So now, he sat in one of the fancy second 
floor restaurant booths at the hotel. The one him and Steve always referred to as good ol 301; solely for the 
24 hours spent toegether in that one suite. 


Staring into his almost empty beer glass, Bruce worried his bottom lip with his teeth; tugging at the sleeve of 
his button down dress shirt and frequently checking his watch. Perhaps this had been a mistake, maybe Steve 
wouldn't show at all. Maybe he'd backed out last minute, maybe he'd simply tried to prank him. Swallowing hard, 
the singer nearly jumped up when suddenly another form approached the booth; and he found himself almost 
afraid to look up though it didn't prevent the reflex to get on his feet out of courtesy; the singer close to 
knocking his glass over when his knee accidentally bumped the table top in the process. Then he did look, and 
what a sight to behold. 


"Hello, you're a bit late," said Bruce, blabbering before he could speak and mentally face palming, but the other 
man had always had that effect on him. 


‘Sorry, bludi traffic jam at the crossroads..." 


Speaking of Steve, his appearance made Bruce's heart soar. The bassist had barely changed at all since the last 
time he saw him that night in the backstage open bar at the festival they'd both played. His age lines were a 
little deeper, the corners of his lips drooping and his eyelids slightly heavier. His hair was longer than the 
singer could ever remember seeing it; chestnut brown curls reaching the small of the older man's back. He 
was dressed in tight black jeans and single coloured gray sweater. Casual but fashionable had always been 
Steve's tune; tonight was no different. He was tan as always, his face sunkissed and the sleeves of his shirt 
rolled up so his fading tattoos could be hinted. 


Bruce tried his best not to stare as he gestured towards the table with a nervous smile, suddenly longing to 
hug Steve and pull him close more than anything. Still, he knew it was impossible, it would only complicate 
things further so he resisted and instead opted to shake the older man's hand quickly, both of them settling 
down opposite one another in the secluded booth area The bassist discarded the black leather jacket he'd kept 


flung over his shoulder; the candles on the table making the meeting appear almost romantic in nature. Bruce 


scowled at the notion. This was only business. 


"That's alright. How's your day been.?" Bruce started out with some small talk, mostly just wanting to hear 


the other man's voice. 


"Oh, uh, it's been quite nice. Took care o' sum band matters, spoke ta Rod ta ‘elp me solve it. Then | got in the 
car an drove ‘ere. Lauren says ‘ello, by the way," Steve said shyly, ducking his head in his usual manner that 


Bruce recognized so well 


"That's nice of her, tell her | said hi right back at her," Bruce laughed awkwardly, waving over a waiter when 


he caught one passing nearby. "What do you want?" 


Steve looked surprised by the question, clearing his throat and then telling the waiter he'd be fine with a tall 
beer, so the singer made sure to order a second one for himself to match. He also made sure to order a bowl 
of nachos they could share, giving Steve a stern look when he said it wasn't necessary and the bassist 


immediately took his protest back. That was also new, and unexpected. 


"So.. about your call. You were talking about some sort of Maiden reunion, weren't you..? What's the deal with 
that?" the singer finally inquired, thinking the best way to get this evening going was to deal with the business 
talk they were here for. 


"Oh, uh, well." Steve straightened up, "it wos a concept Rod came up wif, actually. ʻE suggested the fans might 


fancy it, seein’ as ‘ow they'll ‘ave none ot this trainwreck anymore, frankly. Bleedin sods, the load o' em." 


Steve's face was set hard, but his dark eyes seemed sad. Bruce understood why, Maiden was the older man's 
life work and now it was slipping through his hands like sand through an hour glass. Steve would have to solve 
the issues soon or the band might end up a hasbeen; the thing the bassist feared the most. At least, that was 
what the singer assumed. The other man's motives had once been all in favour of Maiden and her fame, of the 
fans before his own happiness. Before his band mates' happiness. Why would he be any different now? Why 
would he be any less demanding? 


"And you're expecting me to play apart? Does Blaze know about your plotting to give him the boot?" 

Steve shook his head, looking almost offended. 

"No, I'm not expectin’ anythin’. | wosn’t even expectin' ye ta fancy meetin’ up wif me this way, y'know. | wos 
expectin' a no. An’ Blaze is very much aware o' the plans wifin the band. ‘E knows wot the fans fink, ar 'e does 
‘is best. They ‘aven't been kind ta ‘im, but ʻe keeps ‘is spirits up." 


"He's quite the soldier, isn't he?" the smaller man remarked unironically and Steve nodded. 


"E is, ‘e's one stubborn cunt, too. But it works fer ‘im, | s'pose. Nuff about ‘im, though. About the reunion, 


Bruce, l.. | understand if ye ain't particularly interested, or wotever. I'm not tryin’ ta coerce ye back into the 
band, it all depends on ye an’ wot ye want. If ye say no, no way; then that's alright. We'll try ta fink ot sumthin’ 


else.” 


Bruce blinked, scowling for a moment but he was won over by the older man’s sincerity. Steve shifted to lean 
forwards - hands clasped on the table - then rubbed at his nose. The singer remembered it was something 
the older man would do when he was nervous or anxious. In the old days, he would have reached for the other 


man's hand as a comfort. 


"l. it's not that I'm not interested or entertaining the idea itself, Harry. The issue is that I'm not so keen on 


getting back under your thumb again" 
"| get that" 


‘| mean, the way you treated me - both on a personal and a professional level - it wasn't exactly fair trade. 
You had way more power over me and my decisions than | did, for over ten bloody years. l'm sure you'd be 


wary yourself to get back into something as toxic as our relationship was at the time, eh?" 


Steve winced visibly at the word relationship, immediately taking the term at face value for what it was. Their 
relationship had been a twisted one, and with the use of that word, the conversation was inadvertenty 
diverting into the more private aspects of what they had once meant to one another. Even as it pained Bruce, 
he couldn't trust the older man. He needed answers, explanations and ultimately, the apology he'd never been 


blessed with. 


"l. Bruce, the way | be'aved..” Steve hung his head, his curls coming down like a curtain to conceal most of his 
face from view. "It wosn't fair, y'know | know it wosn't, but - but | wos afraid, | s‘pose. | fink, in a sense, I've 
always been afraid. O' people's perceptions o me. Wot they might fink or say. ‘Ow they might react, ‘ow they 


might treat me; ‘ow they might receive me." 
"That isn't an excuse for the way you treated me, though." 


"Ye don't fink l'm aware o' that?" the bassist suddenly snapped, shooting the younger man a brief glare as his 


infamous temper flared. 


"Then why the fuck are you bothering me with it?" Bruce snapped right back, frustrated and disappointed by 


the bassist reverting partly back into the controlling man the singer once knew. 
"Because I'd reckon ye'd wanna know wot | wos finkin' at the time, but | s'pose it wos a waste o' an attempt." 


Steve snorted, folding his arms across his chest and looking off to the side; staring at some uninteresting 

painting on the wall. Bruce himself tapped his fingers against the table top, glaring angrily at the side of the 
bassist's face. Was this all in vain? Had he been hoping against all hope? What had he been expecting, really? 
Them to get along perfectly fine without any bickering? Likely, thatd never happen. They were too different, 


and yet too alike. Two sides of the same coin. 


"| would like to know, you know," he finally muttered in surrender, leaning back as the bassist sighed through 
his nose. 


"l. just didn't wanna ‘urt anybody. Ye the least, but not Lorraine or the kids, either. Not the band, not the fans. 
| might ‘ave come off as unbearably fuckin’ selfish at the time bein’, but | tortured meself. | didn't." 


"You didn't think about how the rest of us felt, did you?" 


"No. No, but l.. fought | fought what | did wos fer the best. So | could be there fer all o' ye, or wotever, | 
just." 


The bassist shook his head, curls bouncing, and Bruce didn't know what to say. He understood, to some extent. 
The bassist was a people pleaser as much as an ambitious man wanting to go for his own goals and visions. If 


he stepped over people on the way, it was rarely entirely on purpose. 
"It wos a bad idea, wosn't it?" 


"What?" 


Bruce's voice was high pitched, dread sinking in as he watched the other man scoot towards the farther end 


of the booth; avoiding his eyes admantly. 


"This; ye an’ me meetin’ up. The reunion. It wos a cocked up mental fuckin' idea, course it wouldn't fuckin’ work. 
Sorry | wasted yer time." 


There was a scowl on Steve's face, and a sort of near palpable sorrow in his eyes when he seemed to hesitate 
for a moment; his hand lingering on top of his jacket. Then he pursed his lips, grabbed the cloth, and got up. His 
steps were hurried as he paced out of the restaurant area. Once he exited the doors, Bruce sighed heavily and 
ran both hands through his hair. He willed his eyes not to water. If there'd been a sliver of hope to hang on 
to, it was all but gone now. 


Teethering on the Edge 
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Steve pursed his lips as he entered Rod's basement hideout. It was a place he'd spent many hours in, 
discussing band matters back and forth; as well as the place where the manager had initally suggested the idea 
of a lron Maiden reunion including Bruce and Adrian An idea that had taken quite a lot of convincing to make 


the bassist even give it a second thought, and one he had failed miserably in executing. 


Now, he was stuck with the task to explain to the other man why Bruce wouldn't return to front Maiden as 
they had hoped. It was their last bet, and trailing behind Rod; he stuck his hands down his cargo pants, padding 
over to lean against the wall across the room. It was a big hideout, with a fairly expensive television set, a 
sightly beat up old couch that Rod assured he only kept because of sentimental value, part of the manager's 
vast vinyl collection, and of course the usual writing desk crammed into the corner and filled to the brim with 


stacks and piles of paperwork. 


"So, I'm ‘ere, since ye were so bludi adamant we couldn't ‘ave this conversation over the bludi phone," Steve 


huffed in annoyance, making no effort whatsoever to be nice or polite. 


"There's a reason you're here, you know. You might be my mate Harry, but blimey, do you know how to be a 


right pain in the arse." 


The taller man remained blocking the doorway, arms folded across his chest as he stared the bassist down. 
Steve wouldn't budge, he simply glared right back before turning his head the other way. He knew he was 
behaving childishly, like some spoilt self righteous, self entitled brat. Rod worked just as hard behind the scenes 
to keep Maiden rolling on as he himself did, but right now he wasn't too keen on any advices or supervision 
Crossing his legs, the bassist caught his own reflection mirrored in the giant dead black tv screen. He was 
looking pretty haphazard, his tee two sizes too big and his hair a tangled mass that still hadn't dried from the 
previous shower. Rod had insisted he should make the drive over as soon as possible, since he was in town. 
Steve had protested, but to no avail 


"| s'pose. So get along wif it so | can fuckin drive back ta the ‘otel already, I'm not so keen on gettin’ stuck in 


sum bludi traffic jam or wotever, y'know," he muttered under his breath, shoulders tense. 


"Not until you resolve one major issue regarding the future of Maiden," said the manager, his gaze still steady 


and his eyes narrowed. 


"Wot the ‘ell are ye goin’ on about, Smallwood?" 


Steve frowned, bushy eyebrows almost meeting over the bridge of his nose as he turned to look back at the 
taller man, in no manner intimidated by the threat. But somehow, there was some sense of dread beginning to 
well up in his chest; making his heart sink as he suddenly thought he caught the sound of footsteps descending 
down the staircase. He swallowed, remaining frozen in his spot as the confirmed patter of sneakers squeaked 
against the floorboards; coming closer. He wouldn't move, not even when he noticed Rod turn to look over his 
shoulder and give whoever the third party was a quick nod. When he stepped aside, the bassist fought to 


swallow down the lump in his throat as it constricted painfully. 
"Hello, Harry. | would be saying long time no see, but it wasn't that long ago now, was it?" 
Bruce. 


Of course it had to be Bruce. It had all been a ploy, put together by the singer and the manager plotting to 
snare him. Now, he had no option to escape as he had at the restaurant. Three weeks had passed. Three weeks 
of the torturous, painful memory that Steve prefered to deny himself the pleasure - and likewise the pain - 
of looking back on. 


Three weeks, knowing he should call and apologize for leaving; for spoiling their one chance at possibly patching 
things up between them. Yet, Bruce stood right in front of him; fresh new blonde streaks in his wild short 
auburn hair. He looked good, a healthy tan on his face; dressed in gray sweats and a purple tank top. His 
expression was one of determination, of stubborn defiance. One of the many traits that had drawn Steve to 


the younger man in the first place had been that very persistence. 


"Why the fuck is ‘e 'ere?" the bassist scoffed, looking past the smaller man and purposely dismissing his 
presence as he stared Rod down. 


"To fucking sort your mess out. You act like to fucking five year olds in bloody preschool and I've had it up to 
here with your fucking nonsense! You two bastards are going to get it over and done with, either by bloody 
getting over one another or actually sorting bollocks out. You have one hour, and no, | am not opening this 
door," said the manager, his face set hard as he stepped back and promtly shut the door before Steve could 


get another word out, presumably locking it from the outside for good measure. 


"Ye fuckin’ cunt. Look wot bludi mess ye landed us in," the bassist hissed, throwing Bruce a nasty glare as he 
shifted, angling his body away from the smaller man. 


"Yeah, cause I'm the one who fucking bolted out of the restaurant when we were actually fucking getting 
somewhere. Why the fuck is it so hard for you to get a bloody grip? What the hell are you so fucking afraid 


of?" 


Bruce sounded exasperated, throwing his arms out in the air dramatically. Steve on the other hand remained 
as calm as he could beneath his stone facade; despite the way his heart was hammering desperately. It was 


agony, being so close to the younger man and immediately reverting back into the same old tracks. It was like 


witnessing a car crash happening; impossible to prevent the disaster. 


"You were the one who called me and suggested the whole thing. What changed? | thought.. | thought perhaps 
you had, you know. Changed." 


Steve sighed softly through his nose, watching the other man shift his weight between his feet back and forth 
out of impatience. He knew he was being a dick for no reason, he had been on board with the idea eventually, 
but something prevented him from being as kind and hospitable as he should be. Something urged him to keep 
the younger man at arm's length. Perhaps he truly was afraid, perhaps that was what was holding him back. 


"I. | don't know, Bruce. | don't fink | could change, y'know." 
"But you did make that call." 


Steve bit his bottom lip and finally, he picked his head up to meet the other man's eyes; despite how 
uncomfortable their locked stares made him feel. Bruce's amber orbs were wide and wild, as firey and fierce 
as always but there was a hint of sorrow in them. The same sorrow he had noticed last time they met, the 


one he had tried so hard to avoid simply by avoiding the other man's gaze altogether. 


"| did, yeah. l.. s'pose | wanted ta ‘ear yer voice. Sum part o' me fought it wos a decent idea, y'know. Gettin’ 
back together fer this one tour, ‘avin’ a swell time like in the ol days. | dunno, | should ‘ave been." he trailed 
off, shaking his long curls back. "| knew we'd be back ta nippin’ at each others’ ‘eels, y'know. | figured as much, 


but | fought, maybe itd be different this time around. Maybe we could get along, maybe--" 


"| know. | thought of that too," the singer interrupted, taking a couple of steps towards the older man before 
stopping himself. 


"The fought wos rather nice, wosn't it? 0' workin’ together again" 


"It could be more than just a thought, you know. We could make it happen," the singer insisted, a strangely 


serious expression on his face. 


Steve sucked in a deep breath and shook his head; once again breaking their stare and hanging his head. He 
rocked back and forth on his heels, padded quietly over to settle on the edge of the desktop after gently 
shoving some of the piles aside to make room. He clutched his hands, barely even peering at the younger man, 
trying To make some sense of it all. He wanted to try again, that much he knew. But he wouldn't survive if 
they clashed again And more so, he was afraid he wouldn't be able to survive the attraction still sparking 
beneath the surface. He wasn't sure he could restrain himself, and neither did he know whether Bruce still 


harvested any sort of deeper emotions for him. 
"| don't know ‘ow we would ever function wifout bludi fightin’, Bruce." 


"Because you haven't even given it a chancel" 


"| don't ‘ave ta fuckin’ give it a chance ta know! Ye saw wot ‘appened last time! Ye fuckin’ saw wot | did ta ye..!" 


Steve hissed back. 


Bruce's eyes went wide, realization dawning upon him and his arms falling to his sides; motionless and limp. 
Steve quickly turned his head the other way; couldn't bear to look at the other man for fear of what his own 
expression might reveal. He felt numb; his face cold and pale; his hands suddenly trembling and he pressed 
them tighter together so the singer wouldn't notice. He still recalled the smaller man's expression that first 
time he lashed out and struck him. The horror, the disbelief, the agony. The fact that he could even do 
something like that to someone he loved as deeply as Bruce had made Steve second guess himself. He wasn't 
sure whether he could truly trust himself not to injure somebody else, not to drive them away with violence. 


Especially not after it happened a second time. 

"You're scared you'll hurt me again." 

The singer's voice was soft and quiet, so unlike him. It almost had a shaky note to it, and Steve flinched when 
he noted how Bruce was moving closer to him. He wanted to keep a safe, healthy distance between ther. In 
case he lost his temper, in case he crossed the line. He didn't want to put Bruce back in harm's way. 

"Twice," the older man added, his voice barely above a whisper. "I bludi did it twice." 

"And yet I'm still here, aren't I? I'm not afraid of you." 


"That's cause yer blud mental." 


"Perhaps, or perhaps | just know you. And perhaps | know you didn't mean it. It's not like you ever hurt 
Lorraine or the kids like that, eh?" 


Steve swallowed hard, shaking his head. Bruce was right, he never had struck Lorraine or the kids, or Emma 
these days. He'd always been careful not to get too rough with them, always known how to hold back his fury. 
But that didn't excuse his behaviour, it didn't excuse the way in which he'd treated the singer. 


"It doesn't make it any better, Bruce. It's no excuse, | shouldn't..." 


"| know, but it happened. And perhaps it makes me daft, who the fuck knows? But I'm back here, what happened 


was in the past, and l.. well, I've considered the offer, and l'm still open for it, | suppose." 
‘Its sposed ta be simply professional, y'know that, eh?" 


Steve glanced up at the smaller man, now so close to him. Bruce's hand was hanging in the air, as if it had 
been intending to give the bassist's shoulder a supportive squeeze. Instead, the singer took it back and the soft, 
almost affectionate expression on his face seemed to harden. His jaw seemed to clench, his eyebrows furrowed 


and his eyes downcast. 


‘Course. It's only business, innit. Always business with you." 
"Ye know that's wot it ‘as ta be." 


Bruce shook his head and Steve folded his arms across his chest, knowing he'd messed it up again; he simply 
didn't know how to vocalize his emotions. He didn't have the courage to tell Bruce he wanted them to attempt 
to reconcile their relationship as well; perhaps as nothing more than mere friends, but even that would be 


something to cling to. 
"That's so typical of you. So bloody fucking typical. Why would | expect---" 


The singer stopped himself, as if indecisive before his mood seemed to change. He padded nervously before 
pausing and lingering in the middle of the room. The bassist felt just as torn as the younger man did; stuck at 
a crossroad. Then, Bruce took one step towards the locked door; and Steve sprung to action. From being frozen 
in space, the bassist was on his feet in the matter of seconds; practically launching himself at the other man 
and nearly knocking them both over as he tackled him back first into the rough concrete wall. Desperate to 


make a move and save their last chance at salvaging at least their friendship before it went out the window. 


Bruce cursed loudly when the air was knocked right out of his lungs with a huff, Steve's fists balling up the 
fabric of the singer's tank top, and he ignored the way the smaller man stared defiantly up at him. The 
bassist's chest heaved; out of breath as the tingles of desire buzzed beneath his skin, coursing through his 


veins. 
"Let me the fuck go," the singer wheezed, a fire in his amber eyes; teeth bared. 


Steve's adams apple bobbed when he gulped, his mouth falling open and he licked the upper one slowly, eyes 
darting around in a mixture of alarm and shyness. He watched Bruce breathe in heavily - keeping him firmly 
pinned with his own weight - the scent of cologne and shampoo mix he knew so well filling his nostrils. Steve 
caught himself glancing down at the singer's full, pink lips and his eyes lingered there for a moment. And then, 


despite never having been spontaneous in any sense, he kissed Bruce. 


Snap 
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Steve gasped when Bruce's lips touched his. They were as full and silky soft as he remembered them. For a 
couple of seconds, he tensed up; every muscle rigid and motionless as if in shock. This wasn't the right 
moment, this wouldn't help them resolve their mutual issues. It wouldn't settle their differences, if anything it 
might complicate everything further. Yet, his breath hitched when Bruce's body pressed closer to him as the 
singer surrender; torso flush against his own. Tingles surged down the bassist's spine, memories of their 
shared past flooding his brain. 


All the things he remembered; the touches, the kisses, the moans, the feel of Bruce's bare flesh under his 
hands. Then he snapped, both hands grabbing ahold of the sides of the smaller man's waist, sharp nails digging 
in until the singer yelped in surprise at the unexpected roughness. Steve didn't know what came over him - 
wouldn't be able to explain it afterwards - as he bit Bruce's bottom lip hard enough to taste the iron tang of 


blood. All he knew was that he craved more, or he'd suffocate. 


Moaning, Steve peeled Bruce away from the wall to spin them around, fumbling the singer blindly backwards. 
Their lips never once parted in the process, teeth clashing and lips bruising as soon as the singer opened his 
mouth up to be ravaged; clearly surprised by the bassist's unusual assertiveness. Eyes half way open, Steve 
finally managed to locate and guide them towards what he was searching for; backing the smaller man up 
against the crammed desktop. Bruce groaned when his ass collided with the edge of the wooden surface, and 
Steve felt the telltale rush of blood to his groin at the alluring sound; his memory not serving him wrong with 
how arousing it had portrayed the noise. 


Pulling back for air, the older man did his best to get oxygen, chest heaving and he felt the younger man's 
damp breath gushing across his own red lips and chin; tempting him to dive in for another hungry kiss. From 
beneath hooded lids, Steve watched the other man's dazed expression. Lips swollen, face flushed; closed eyelids 
quivering. He looked every bit as aroused as the bassist felt; his cock twitching at the sight. Letting out a 
meek keen of need, Bruce's small but strong hands grabbed a rough hold of Steve's hips; tugging them closer. 


Another kiss; this one even wilder than the previous one. Bruce's hands dropped and Steve grunted when they 
cupped his ass cheeks; squeezing one mound in each palm and firmly kneading them in slow circles. The bassist 
had always had a thing for that, though he'd never admit it; thankful for the fact that Bruce just knew what 
got him going, fonding his ass hard enough to leave bruises. Meanwhile, the taller man ran his hands up and 
down the smaller's sides; freeing the tucked in tank top and allowing his hands to disappear beneath the hem of 
the thin fabric. His nails raked carelessly down the other man's shoulder blades; darkly satisfied by the throaty 


moan he was rewarded with. 


Their lips parted with a loud smack, the bassist proceeding to spill sloppy wet kisses down the smaller man’s 
stubbled jawline, onward across the junction of his jaw to capture his pulse point and teeth it. Bruce's gasps 
echoed in his ear; and he couldn't hold back his own whimper when the singer began to rock his hips 
rhythmically against him. Steve could feel the other man's cock; hard and proud where it poked him and he 
angled himself so their groins could align He himself was equally stiff, dick throbbing with suppressed desire. 
With longing, and not for sex on its own; but for Bruce. Anything to be one with Bruce again, to have him again 


Nothing ever compared, nothing would cure the itch. 


One of Bruce's hands suddenly left the bassist's ass, only to grab at the older man's curls, fingers sinking into 
the wild mane and tugging at it close to the scalp. Steve bit down on the side of Bruce's neck without meaning 
to, his cock twitching hard and he yepled; the confines of his cargo shorts almost painfully tight at this point. 
Everything was hurried and rushed; no afterthought, only the need for more. Right here. Right now. 


"You w-want to fuck me, Steve?" Bruce panted teasingly, hooking one leg over the back of the older man's knee 
to usher him closer yet; the curves of their balls rubbing together and the pace in which they dry humped 
one another picking up speed - yet it wasn't enough. 


Steve shuddered from head to toe, his body shivering with anticipation at the mere offer. It was something 
he'd rarely done in the past; Bruce was so keen on taking the reigns most of the time, but this was different. 
This time, he needed to have control. He needed to take the lead. And he found he needed to claim Bruce, 


before it was too late. They were already fucked, this would be his only chance. 


"Yeah." Steve mumbled hoarsely, backing up just a bit so he could get his hands down between them, fumbling 
with his own belt and zipper until a smaller set of hands batted his own away - successfully working the 


shorts open. 


Meanwhile, Steve's clumsy fingers went to zip Bruce up; chaste quick sloppy kisses shared between them all 
the while. Unsurprisingly, Bruce went commando as so often in the olden days, his washed out sweat pants a 
bit loose and slipping down his legs with minimal struggle. The bassist's hands weren't shy to feel their way; 
thumbs tracing the v of the smaller mar's hips; feeling the wild dusting of hair get thicker the closer he 
travelled to the singer's engroged shaft. Bruce on the other hand, spread the older man's shorts wide open; 
the garment hanging low on his hips only to pool at his feet, and Bruce lifting the waistband of his thin briefs 
to free his hardon. The swollen member immediately sprung free; grazing the smaller man's cock in the 


process and making the bassist mewl at the unintentional touch. 


"C-come on." the singer cooed; teething the older man's bottom lip and closing one hand around both the heads 


of their cocks, foreskin pulled back to tease the tips with his thumb. 


Steve's hips stuttered and sucked in a deep breath through his gritted teeth, realizing they'd need lube. And 
there was none. This didn't work the way it might with a woman, but quick thinking on his part resolved the 


situation before it even became an issue. 


Disentangling himself momentarily from the younger man, he reached for his shorts on the floor, extracting 
the small tube of hand lotion he always brought with him to prevent his fingertips from chapping. Bruce 
himself did his fair share of thinking, hopping up onto the edge of the desktop and promtly shoving several 
stacks of neatly sorted paperwork onto the floor in a messy heap; pants hanging around one ankle awkwardly 
as he hauled himself slightly upwards, using his hands for leverage. The moment Steve approached him, he 


smirked devilishly and spread his legs as an invitation 


Steve panted, squirting the makedo lotion onto his fore and middle finger; his entire body jittery with 
anticipation as he searched for the tiny pucker; digits trailing below Bruce's hefty balls and lower until he 
found the entrance. About to insert only his middle finger, the singer shook his head. 


"Takes t-too much time.. just do it." he rasped, his eyes rolling back in his head and his nose crinkling when 
Steve obliged; plunging both fingers all the way in at once. 


Steve worked fast, doing his best to prepare the smaller man, and he felt Bruce's thick thighs quake at his 
sides; he himself groaning when both the singer's hands slid up beneath his tee to pinch his nipples 
simultaneously. They rubbed around the stiff pink nubs, flicked over them. Tugged lightly before pinching with 
the nails only. It made the older man's knees wobble; fat dribbles of precum running down the length of his 


cock. 


"l'm g-good, go on. Go on!" Bruce muttered; pulling his legs farther up as he wrapped his arms around the 


taller man's neck, tangling his fingers in thick curls. 


Steve extracted his fingers, smearing excess lotion along his swollen shaft and hissing at the languid strokes of 
his own hand to the over sensitized skin. Then, he guided the member to the smaller man's rose, pressing the 
fat head to the hole; applying pressure until it slipped past the ring of muscle. Bruce whined softly and tipped 


his head back against the wall; mouth hanging wide open and inner walls fluttering. 
"Do it. F-fuck.. just shove it i-in there." 


The singer seemed almost annoyed with the care and caution the bassist was taking, so Steve pursed his lips in 
determination and snapped his hips forward; slamming balls deep into the other man until he was sheathed to 
the hilt. He felt his knees almost bucking beneath his weight; the impossibly tight walls squeezing his cock until 
he saw stars burst behind his eyelids. Bruce's hands clung to his hair like his life depended on it, and little by 
little; he relaxed and loosened up a bit. Steve moaned throatily when the smaller man clenched around him 
again, eyes sliding halfway open and he was met by a dimpled grin, this time it was deliberate. Bruce's eyes 
sparkled, his expression daring the bassist. 


Scrunching his nose in response, the taller man pulled almost all the way out only to ram himself back in. 
Taking Bruce by surprise, the younger man yelped as Steve built a steady rhythm. For each deep, rough 
thrust he went faster; harder. He needed this, he needed to see Bruce come undone for him. Surrender to him. 
Belong to him. It sent him into a frenzy; the sweatbeads rolling down his face to drip onto Bruce's top; the 
singer rocking his hips wildly and never once falling out of sync. Both men forgot the telltale sound of the piece 


of furniture clattering against the wall. 
"Th-that all you got, Harry..?" 


Steve grunted and shifted, stabbing deeper from a new angle until Bruce nearly cried out before stifling 
himself; pleased with his aim. One of his hands grasped for the edge of the desk; holding firmly onto it, while 
the other slid under Bruce's raised knee and aiding with raising it even higher. It made the singer's entrance 


tighter, made the bassist's balls pull up and tighten almost painfully. 


He was so close; having to open his eyes and watch as one of the smaller man's hands dropped down between 
them. It closed around the singer's own bobbing hardon; jerking it in a sloppy hurried manner to match the 
pace they'd set. Precum made the strokes slick, and Steve watched the member slide between the ring of 
fingers again and again. He'd begun to shake; preorgasmic tremors making his muscles spasm and his thrusts 
choppy. Looking up, the bassist caught Bruce with his bottom wobbling lip and his eyes screwed shut. One more 
stroke; the younger man's soft inner walls tightening as the singer cursed and lost it - spilling jets of cum 


over the side of his own hand and thigh. 
Steve groaned and came. 


Hard; the orgasm hitting fast and overwhelming as he emptied himself deep inside of the other man. It went on 
and on, and when it finally passed; Steve's ears were buzzing and he felt boneless, sinking forwards to lean into 
Bruce. He was surprised when the smaller man's arms larked themselves around his waist to anchor him. He'd 


expected to be shoved away, yelled at. They weren't even friends at this point. 


"F-fuck.." he gasped, hands fisting the flimsy fabric of the singer's tank top while he pulled out; clinging to the 


garment as a sudden fear washed over him. 


‘Calm down.. l'm as much to blame as yourself," the singer stated; fingers combing through the older man's 


curls subconsciously. "We.. shouldn't have done that." 


Steve pressed his face against the hollow of the smaller man's neck, breathing in Bruce's scent of musk and 


post sex sweat. He felt sated but ashamed; terrified 


"l. don't go. | can't.. not again." he whispered, fighting back any urge to tear up and discarding it to being 


emotional in the aftermath now that he couldn't nap to regain his power. 


"What are you talking about..2" the singer sounded genuinely confused, and the bassist felt Bruce's nose nudging 
his curls aside to kiss his earlobe. "lm guessing this is the way we solve shit, eh? As long as we actually speak 
about it this time. Which, granted we should have been doing first hand, instead of shagging. But to each their 
own. We have to talk though, and if we clean up this mess and ask politely;Rod might have beers and nachos 


ready for us." 


Steve nodded shyly, picking his head up and for the first time allowing the smaller man to see his vulnerability. 


So see the pain on display in his eyes, the concern, the remorse and the fear. Bruce smiled sadly and leaned in 
to press their foreheads together. No words were needed to affirm what that meant. 


Decisions Made 
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"So its just going to be the same thing all over again, then?" 


Running his hand through his short messy hair; still damp with post sex sweat, Bruce leant against the edge of 
the desk after attempting to somewhat tidy up the mess left behind. He was much more sombre now, as if 


he'd been ripped back to the real world, out of the bubble. 


Steve had padded over to keep his distance; faint stains of cum lingering along the bottom hem of his tee as 
he dropped down on the small coffee with a sigh. As far away from the singer as the cramped space of the 
room would physically allow, now that it was time to be serious. Time to mull over what would be the best 
way to go for both of them. And Bruce wouldn't dance around the subject, wouldn't beat around the bush. 
Ignoring the strong scent of sex that still lingered in the air all around them, the singer folded his arms across 


his chest in an almost sombre manner as he waited impatiently. 
"Well, uh, not entirely." Steve mumbled. 


Bruce sighed heavily and shook his head, trying to mask the overwhelming sense of dread and diappointment 
that welled up in his chest and threatened to suffocate him. It wasn't like he hadn't seen it coming. He had 
hoped so desperately that Steve might have changed, might be able to give him a proper chance. Give him 
what he deserved, but instead he realized that if he were to fall back into the older man's arms; all he would 
get was more of the same, more of what drove him away the first time around. More sneaking around behind 


a woman's back, once again playing second fiddle to little kids who desperately needed their father. 


It wasn't fair of him to expect that, and it wasn't fair of Steve to once again half abandon his family to spend 
most of his time with somebody else on the side. 


"I is. You're in a relationship. Again. And you have little ones. Again. Perhaps, if you were still single, or if at 
least you didn't have.. that. This isn't going to work, Steve. | might have agreed to it back then, but I'm not 
daft. I'm not as bloody desperate as | was back then, and as shocking as it may be; | don't think foremostly 
with my wanker anymore. l'm not going to deliverately make the same mistake all fucking over again," the 


singer stated, his tone sharp and precise; cutting to the core. 


Steve was ashamed. The singer could tell, because he noticed the way the bassist's shoulders slumped and the 
way he ducked his head; hiding and attempting to turn inwards. The blame was on both of them, but Steve 
carried the bigger chunk of the burden. Swallowing hard, the younger man tried not to let the disappointment 
show. Tried not to let the pain get to him, he was supposedly stronger now. Jaded. 


'|.. Bruce, | didn't know we would come ta this, l.. if | ‘ad, | wouldn't ‘ave.. but Em wanted a family, too. An’ | 
fancy kids, ye know ‘ow ‘appy it makes me ta look after sum wee ones, an' | figured since we were ‘appy... | 


didn't fink ye would come back, | didn't fink | would.” 


The bassist trailed off, still as bad with words and speaking his mind when it came to emotions as he'd ever 
been. He looked so small and frail, curled up on the couch with his legs now pulled up to his chest. Almost like a 
small child in need of guidance, and had it been the past, Bruce would have caved in. Would have surrendered 


to the urge to hold the older man, to be with him; no matter the cost. But this wasn't the olden days, and he 


wasn't going to be suckered in again; as strong as the addiction to the other man was proving to be. 


It doesn't matter what you thought or not. It is what it is. Fact is you're still with Emma, fact is you have a 
baby boy to look after back at home. Fact is that I'm not willing to lie and cheat to be with you, not this time. 
| know Paddy would understand, because contrary to you, | was honest with her from the start. It's not like | 
won't tell her we shagged, because | will. And you know what she'll say? She'll say she knew it would happen. 
The only thing | don't enjoy is that she'll feel bad for me, with your bloody shilly shallying." 


Paddy always had felt some sort of sympathy. She'd always felt Bruce was too good for Steve's insecurities 
and inability to just be straight forward with what he wanted. Pursing his lips, Bruce tipped his head backwards 
and stared blankly up at the ceiling for a good five minutes. Steve said nothing; remaining immovable in his 


spot. 


"| didn't mean ta.. it wos just.. its just ye. Its not yer fault, thats not wot I'm tryin ta say, y'know, but.. | 
can't--- | wanted ta resist. | wanted ta stop meself, ‘cause fuck if | don't know we can't, but then.. | can't. | 
can't wif ye. | can't fuckin’ control meself, an‘ l-- wot am | s'posed ta do about it? | can't just... | know Im a 
bludi mess, fuck." 


Steve's voice was weak, quiet with defeat, but it was perfectly clear to Bruce's ears. A cold shudder of sorrow 
ran down the singer's spine, made him visibly flinch. He knew that feeling all too well, one of helplessness. The 
one that had made him unable to resist the other man's advances. That had always made him forgive and 
forget. Shifting awkwardly, the smaller man looked at his companion again. It struck him that he'd never seen 
Steve like that; so open and honest. The bassist's dark eyes were fixed on the floor; clouded and almost glassy 


as if he might tear up. He looked miserable; the forlorn stare so unusal for him. 


"| know that. | told myself the same thing. But it doesn't help us. If I'm going to rejoin Maiden, we can't do this. 
Much as l.. I'd like to, | suppose, it won't work out. And you know why. I'm not going through the same thing 
again, l'm not putting myself through all that pain one more time for you. It's not worth it," said Bruce but 
deep down, he knew it was only a half truth; it was always worth it. 


"| understand." said Steve, straightening up before getting up on his feet. 


The bassist was pale, his face white and his eyes a bit red rimmed. But there were no tears, no yelling or 
screaming or nagging to have things his way. Giving up without a fight had never been Steve's way to go in 


the past, yet here he was. And Bruce had to admit it was eerie, seeing the powerhouse of a man he had once 
known reduced to a shell. As if he didn't have the strength to pursue what he wanted anymore. 


"You do understand why, don't you?" Bruce murmured, his voice soft and the sadness plain on his face; etched 


into every feature and in that moment he looked so much older than his physical age. 


The bassist nodded weakly, clearly let down and more disappointed than he'd let on. He must have held some 
sort of higher hopes, must have been wishing for them to be able to resolve much more than what they 
managed. Yet, here they were; with nothing fixed With nothing rebuilt. Just two people, two men And of course 


it hurt. It broke Bruce's heart to have to make this decision for both of them, but it had to be done. If he 
didn't, they'd keep tearing each other apart until there were only shreds left. 


Approaching the older man, Bruce's feet moved out of their own accord until they were face to face. Looking 
up at the bassist, Bruce felt his throat constricting. He had been hopeful too, had felt the old love reapear and 
he had wanted to see Steve. To hear his voice, to see his face. One small hand came up to briefly stroke the 
taller man's rouch, stubbled cheek. His lips were still puffy and swollen from their rough kisses, his wavy 
fringe still standing on end after drying oddly. It was bittersweet because somehow, Bruce figured this must be 


the last time they'd ever see one another this way. From now on, it'd had to be professional. 

"| loved you, Steve. | truly did" 

Steve almost flinched, sucking in a deep unsteady breath through his nose. Bracing himself before one hand 
came up to smooth back Bruce's soft hair. The singer was taken aback but he allowed it; and neither did he 
protest when the taller man pressed his forehead to his just for a moment, eyes shut and long dark lashes 
fanning over the bassists defined cheekbones. And it hurt. Jesus fucking Christ, it was utter agony. Bruce 
would rather have had his heart ripped right out of his chest. But it was done. It was finished. It was over 


before it had even begun. 


‘| luv ye," breathed the bassist before pulling away and Bruce's legs wobbled beneath him; threatening to fail 
him. 


Yet, Steve didn't offer him as much as a second glance. 
'| s'pose yer in though, eh? Wif the band" 


Bruce had to take a moment to comprehend what Steve was saying, feeling distant and far away; as if he 


wasn't truly there anymore. Yet, he nodded. 
"Yeah. Yeah, | am." 
"Good. The fans'll be ‘appy. Lemme tell Rod ta make sum tea" 


And then Steve strode towards the doorway, feeling the handle and unsurprisingly finding it unlocked. Bruce 


took deep breaths, feeling lightheaded as if all the air had been sucked out of the room with Steve's exit. They 
hadn't been an item for six years. It wasn't supposed to hurt this way after all this time, was it? He wasn't 
supposed to care whether Steve felt a thing for him, he wasn't supposed to want more than this. And yet, he 
was thoughroughly devastated. 


When Rod reentered the room - confirming Steve was indeed still upstairs as there was faint noises from the 
kitchen area - asking what the final verdict was; it took several minutes before Bruce could even get his 
mouth to properly work out the words he wanted to say. The manager must know, he must have overheard 
them, but he didn't say anything about the private matters. He simply nodded, his expression bordering on 
sympathetic. The singer didn't know which as worse. But the conversation upstairs was one of the most 


difficult ones he'd ever been part of. 


Assumptions 
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"| - | cocked up." 


Emma didn't flinch, her eyes still fixed to the TV screen while some half assed action comedy kept playing as 
background noise. It made Steve even more uncomfortable, made him almost jumpy and he tapped his foot 
nervously against the floorboards. Leaning in the doorway, the man waited impatiently to be acknowledged but 


his girlfriend seemed to either not have noticed his words; or she was purposely ignoring him. 
"Em?" he attempted again, a little louder this time. 


| heard you, Steve. What do you expect me to do about it?" said the woman finally with a soft sigh as she 
finally turned towards the bassist, propping her head up with her elbow against the back rest. 


She looked tired, her dark eyes drooping. She wasn't annoyed per se, Steve knew as much, but more likely too 
exhausted or out of it to really want to deal with any issues right now. It made him feel bad, but there was 
no time to waste. If he stalled, if he waited for another opportunity, he would end up losing his courage. And 
that was his biggest fear; having to hold up a facade again. To lie, to have to pretend. He knew he didn't have it 
in him to make neither himself nor the woman he'd chosen to spend his life with suffer the same agony ever 
again. And he knew how painful the fall would be when the truth finally came out. 


"l. well, | saw Bruce again. Rod's idea, | s‘pose. The bugger nicked me. Ta solve our differences, or wotever, 


y'know?" said the bassist quietly, shuffling one foot against the threshold. 
"Uh huh. What did he say?" 


Emma seemed less bothered now, a little more invested. She knew Bruce and Steve had been close once, knew 
they'd been nearly inseperable. The bassist had told her some things, and the rest she had more or less 
figured out on her own Only, he was fairly sure she hadn't yet fathomed exactly how close. And that was 
what frightened him. Knowing little Stanley was sound asleep in the crib didn't exactly make his guilt any 
lighter; the fear of tearing his second attempt at a happy family up by its root eating him alive. 


"E. wants ta give it a shot, | s'pose. Said ʻe'd be shovin' up fer the band meetin’ next weekend, ‘as sum ideas. 


Or, 'e told Rod ‘e would. | tried ta make it work, but | just.. | left, | tad ta." 


Steve trailed off, shoving his hands down his pockets so as not to fidget with his fingers. He averted his eyes; 


couldn't stand seeing the concerned look on his girlfriend's face. It wasn't fair to her, he knew that, but 


concealing what had occured would be even worse. This time, he would do things right. He would offer Emma 


the choice Lorraine never had, damn the rest. 
"Why'd you leave? | thougnt you two were the ones supposed to settle things, as you said, not Bruce and Rod." 


"Yeah. Yeah, we were, but.. Em, | don't know ‘ow ta say this, but.. before Bruce left, 'e.. well, ‘im an’ me, really. 


We.. we ‘ad an affair, | s'pose." 


Steve squeezed his eyes shut as he ducked his head, expecting some sort of gasp of surprise, or for Emma to 
get upset and perhaps raise her voice. Throw a tantrum, break down in tears. Perhaps yell, perhaps cry. He 
expected something, anything. The dead silence that followed was not one of those things, and it made his skin 
crawl with discomfort. It made him terrified to open his eyes, to even look at the woman. He remembered 
Lorraine, and what her infinite silence had meant. Sure, Emma wasn't his ex wife; but that didn't mean this 
couldn't be a similiar reaction. Didn't mean she couldn't react the same way. On edge, the bassist waited 


breathlessly; struggling not to let the anxiety take the wheel. 
"| knew that." 


Steve was almost startled when finally Emma spoke, his head snapping up. The woman was still looking at him; 
her expression unreadable. Her eyes looked weary, however, wise beyond their years. It was almost as if she 
had waited for this moment to come, as if she had been preparing herself for how to handle it when the time 


was right. She didn't seem the least shocked or taken aback. 
"W-wot..?" was all the bassist could muster up. 


"I knew. | know you keep a couple of photo albums stored away in the closet, you know. Much as you try to 
hide it, | live here too and | spend more time in the actual house than you do. Figured I'd clean it out last year, 
and discovered them. | know how much you like photography, so | thought it must be some of your theme 
albums. Like the ones dedicated to the kids, one for Lauren, one for Faye and so on, you know? One for the 
mansion. A few for different years on tour. Didn't say what the theme was however, usually they'll have that 
taped up paper note on the front cover. So | opened it. And there were only shots of Bruce. Or of you with 
Bruce. At the beach. Some sort of amusement park. Backstage on tour. Days off. Bruce smiling. Bruce bathing. 
Bruce pissed. Bruce climbing a tree. Bruce asleep. Naked. In a hotel room bed. Bruce wearing your tee. That sort 


of thing.” 


Steve felt the heat creep into his cheeks; both from shame and embarassment. He didn't know what to say, 
couldn't exactly deny the fact that the photographies existed. They did, he'd almost forgotten them himself. 
Rare was the day he actually brought the old albums out to skim through it, he tended to prefer locking them 
away. But he'd never been able to throw any of them out. Not even after the break up, not even when only 
the mere thought of Bruce brought tears to his eyes. Swallowing, the bassist remained silent. He knew Emma 


would want to make her point, anyhow. 


‘| mean, you wouldn't photograph anybody sleeping naked unless you're especially chummy with them, eh? And 


the last page. l'm not sure if you took those photos yourself or if somebody else did, but you definitely don't 


kiss a mate that way. Don't you agree?" 


With a slow nod, Steve had no choice but to agree. The photo was from the Summer ‘81. Him and Bruce had 
spent a full week in Thailand, just the two of them together. The photo had been Bruce's suggestion after 
they'd gone out for dinner and then followed it up with a slow walk through the less crowded nightly streets. 
They'd found a largely abandoned part of what might have been some sort of park area, Steve's camera of 
course always brought along, hanging around his neck for sight seeing purposes. It was the second time Bruce 
told the bassist he loved him. A small smile tugged at the man's lips as he recalled the fond memory, 


momentarily forgetting Emma's presence. 


"And there was that shot of Bruce. In your tee, just grinning at the camera. All teeth and dimples and hair 
standing on end. And the way his eyes looked, you only look at the person you love that way. | understand why 


it means a lot for you to have him back in the band" 


Steve felt his heart sink again, floating back to reality. Picking his head up, he steadied himself for what was 


about to come. 
"|. we.. we shagged today. ‘Im an' me." 


Emma didn't move a muscle; didn't even blink She didn't look stern, her expression wasn't changing the slightest 
- not even her eyes would cloud over. She almost appeared to be made of stone, keeping her dark eyes on the 
bassist's face. Steve waited for her to snap, waited for the facade to crack. Waited for her to throw a fit; 
knew she had a mean temper when provoced. More so than Lorraine had, her fierce attitude one of the things 
that had drawn him to her intially. Now, he waited to be called out. Waited to be insulted, and subsequently 
dumped. He deserved it. 


"I figured you might," she finally said, with a shrug. "I would have been surprised if you didn't, to be frank. I'm 
not doss, | know you, | know the way you behave. You've been distant, ever since you met him back at that 
hotel. And having caught the photos, | put two and two together. Seeing you now, however, I'm assuming it 
didn't blow over too well." 


"No." mumbled Steve, suddenly made aware of the empty void in his heart that made it ache uncontrollably 
but still too confused by his girlfriend's reaction. "E didn't want ta." 


| get that. You know, | could tell from day one that even if you do love me as much as you proclaim, there 
was somebody else on your mind. | was convinced it was Lorraine, and you couldn't let go of her. Until | saw 
those photos. Then it clicked, and more and more evidence piled up to hint towards it. l'm not mad at you, if 
that's what you think. | know what it's like, and sometimes it goes away, that pull. I've experienced it myself. 
Sometimes it doesn't. All | know is, you two have to work it out. Cause | won't deal with you if you're going to 
keep moping around, it's not healthy for me or for Stan. That said, if you want me here, I'll stay with you. | like 


you, | love you, and I'm content being your woman. But I'm not content seeing you like this." 


The bassist didn't know what to say, realizing he was actually gaping. Whatever he had been bracing himself 
for - with his past experiences in mind - it wasn't this, and he found he could only nod numbly in agreement. 
And when Emma waved her hand for him to come closer, he obeyed. Padding over to the couch, he settled 
next to her and the woman smiled softly. Shifting closer to him and closing the safe distance the bassist had 
intentioanlly put between them, she tucked his curls behind his ear. 


"Whatever makes you happy, pursue it," she murmured and kissed his cheek 


Steve didn't know if he should let the overpowering guilt crush him or if he should allow his heart to sore. 


The Spark 
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"What are you up to for the day?" 


Steve blinked, the intial shock still lingering as he clung almost painfully hard to the door handle. He'd been 
planning on spending his day off finishing off his latest crime mystery novel, and perhaps take a stroll 
downtown for some gift shopping for the family. He was beat after playing shows six nights in a row, and 
really wouldn't want to waste any more energy than he had to in order to recharge for tomorrow night's 
upcoming performance. Now however, he couldn't find it in himself to tell the man standing in the doorway that 
he had other plans; tongue tied. He couldn't find it in himself to say that he didn't want any company; that he 


wanted some alone time. Taking a quick peek back over his shoulder, he finally spoke. 
"Uh... nuthin’. Nuthin’ important." 


The bassist willed his voice to remain steady, tugging briefly at the hem of his shirt with his free hand. It felt 
too short, he felt too on display wearing only black briefs to go with it. Normally, he wouldn't bother that 
much with the boys seeing him in various states of undress despite being shy; nothing they hadn't seen a 
million times before. But this was different, in front of him - clad in shorts and a purple tee - was the one 


man he knew would stare unabashedly. 


"Fancy taking a stroll with me, then? | was planning on visiting the navy museum, but it would bloody blow to 
go there all on my own, don't you think?" said Bruce, his huge amber eyes sparkling and a wide beam splitting 
his face in two. "| remembered you happen to dig historical spots as much as myself, so | figured | might as 


well ask." 


Steve swallowed hard and nodded, not sure what to say but it was thoughtful and surprising to say the least. 
They'd been avoiding one another admantly ever since the beginning of the tour. Perhaps out of fear, perhaps 
out of shame. What happened over at Rod's basement hadn't exactly cleared any of the persistent tension 
between them, if anything itd helped intensify the longing that always made the air feel thick and heavy 


between them. 
"Yeah, | s'pose.. alright. Lemme just, y'know, spruce meself up or wotever." 
Stepping back, the bassist allowed the singer into the room but kept his eyes on the ground. He wasn't sure 


whether he enjoyed having Bruce so close, or whether it made him thoughroughly uncomfortable. Especially 
when the singer didn't speak but simply nodded and padded over to hop up on the desktop. 


Crouching, the older man began to rummage through one of his duffle bags for a pair of jeans or shorts to 
throw on. His hair was still rather messy from sleeping, he hadn't bothered going down for breakfast in the 


morning but had simply ordered room service for a cup of coffee and a couple of toasts. Finally locating some 


black football shorts, the bassist hurriedly shimmied into them. 


"Missed you at breakfast, you know. Was just me, Nick and Jan. | thought Ade and Davey were sleeping in too, 
but turns out they went down earlier. We didn't spot them, so they thought we wouldn't show up. Bloody 
misunderstanding,” Bruce laughed shortly. "They hadn't seen you, though, so | figured I'd go check up on you. 
You never know, what with you already ageing," he added with a teasing tone. 


"No, l.. didn't feel like it, | spose. Wos bludi beat, didn't get any sleep before three in the bludi mornin’, y'know? 


Didn't ‘ave it in me ta drag meself down there." 


Steve shrugged, trying his best to keep the conversation mundane and civil. It was so rare for them to even 
speak directly to one another without a third part involved. It made the bassist's heart race, he knew Emma 
had told him it'd be alright to pursue something, but Bruce had made it rather clear that wasn't going to 
happen. It still hurt, the ache digging into his side like a persistent thorn, but Steve would be damned if he 
allowed it to control him. Turning to the mirror, he grimaced at the tangled mess his curls made. He would 


have needed a shower and half a bottle of conditoner to tame the unruly mane. 


"You look sort of like a mad scientist, you know. Just the glasses and the white lab coat missing," Bruce quipped 


with a small snicker. 


"Wosn't plannin on goin’ anywhere fer a few hours, y'know. Would ‘ave ‘ad time ta take a bludi shower," the 


bassist sighed with a small pout, reaching over for the wide toothed comb he'd left on the bedstand last night. 


Beginning to work his way through his wild mess of a mane, Steve forgot to keep his eyes on Bruce's form. 
He'd been watching him out of the corner of his eye through the reflection of the mirror. Now, with his 
bushy brows furrowed, the bassist forgot to concentrate on anything other than making himself moderately 
presentable. Therefore, he yelped out loud and nearly dropped the comb when he felt a small hand squeeze his 


shoulder; whirling around with a nearly shocked expression 

"Bludi 'ell..!" 

"Sorry, didn't mean to startle you, Harry" 

Bruce was so close, the soft smile on his full lips strangely reassuring. His big amber eyes looked gentle and 
kind; the mischievous streak almost constantly present for once not even noticable. It was odd, and Steve 


sucked in a shaky breath, unsure of what the singer was planning. 


"I just, you know, thought | could help you out," said the smaller man and before Steve could even muster up 


the ability to speak well enough to turn the offer down; Bruce had taken the comb from his hand. 


"Bruce, ye don't s'pose its unnecessary? | know ‘ow ta ‘andle me own damn ‘air.." the bassist finally pointed out, 


but he didn't resist the motion when Bruce's hand on his shoulder wordlessly urged him to turn around. 


Feeling the heat bleed into his cheeks, Steve hung his head just a bit and clasped his hands neatly in front of 
his hips with his back to the younger man. His shoulders came up, tensing, and there was a familiar warm 
flutter spreading through the pit of his bellyWhen Bruce's free hand sectioned the curls, beginning to slowly 
and cautiously comb through and distangle each knot; he bit his bottom lip. 


"| think | can handle it rather well myself, | recall a few times you specifically asked for me to do your hair 


for you." 


Steve wanted to reply to that but didn't know what to say, so he simply remained silent, peering through his 
fringe at the mirror reflection He couldn't see much of Bruce from this angle, only hinting half of his face. He 
could see that the singer was seemingly very focused however, his dimples hinting just a tad when his lips 
pursed, and the older man bit back an involuntary gasp when one of the other man's fingertips accidentally 


grazed his nape. It gave him goosebumps, despite the intimacy only being practical. Or so Steve told himself. 


"You know there's an almost fully reconstructed ITth century vessel on display at that museum, by the way? 
I'd heard of it, but | didn't think they'd put that much work into it. Bludi doss of me, eh? Course any museum 
worthy of its reputation would want their displayed inventory to be top notch, don't you think" 


Steve nodded briefly, nearly missing what the other man said as he noticed Bruce finishing off with the ends 
of his curls before moving onto the mid section He started at the crown of the bassist's head and worked 


himself downwards little by little; inch by inch. 


"One would s'pose they'd do their best, yeah. I'm assumin' ye would've rather seen sum bludi aviation museum, 


though, eh?" 


"Well, much as | tend to fancy aviation, there wasn't anything on the topic available around these parts, and | 
do enjoy stuff that has nothing to do with planes as well. Surprise, innit?" chuckled Bruce, this time purposely 
tickling the side of Steve's long neck and making the bassist shudder involuntarily; his shoulders coming up. 


"I'd be damned, | fought flyin’ went ta yer bludi ‘ead. Sumtimes, I'm positive ye'd shag a fuckin’ plane given the 
opportunity," Steve teased right back, stubbornly ignoring the way his skin tingled where Bruce had grazed it. 


"Nah, there are more interesting things to stick my bloody dick in that some fucking aircraft machinery. Much 
as | fancy experimenting, | doubt it'd be worth having it accidentally trapped or chopped off or whatnot. You 


can never be too careful with what you're given, eh?" 


Steve shook his head and gave a small snort, smiling wider now. Bruce would never change, forever a pervert, 
and perhaps that wasn't such a bad thing. If anything, at least the singer always knew how to make him smile 
and take his mind off of whatever was bothering him or wearing him down. It was pleasant to have an 


opportunity and an excuse to spend some time with the younger man, despite how the bassist's heart ached 
for more. Despite how every brief touch was torture; awakening the buried longing crawling underneath his 
skin 


"Yer bludi mental, ye twat" 


I'd take that as a compliment, coming from you!" laughed Bruce while moving onto the third and last section of 


curls. 


Steve could already tell the difference between the neatly fluffed, bouncy curls Bruce had already worked 
through when compared to the matted, frizzy mess that was the untouched strands. The singer was always 
sure to do his best, giving even the smallest most unimportant things such as this utmost care and attention 
Whenever his attention span would hold up, that was. 


"| could give ye better compliments than that, y'know." 


"Oh, | don't doubt it. | remember some of the things you told me back in the day, would be enough to last a 


man a life time." 


Steve felt flustered, his blush colouring his cheeks once again. He didn't need Bruce to spell it out for him, he 
already knew what the singer meant. He rembered one night back in ‘88, after a long teasing round of foreplay 
that concluded in some particularly intense sex, he'd been so out of it he forgot to be modest. He'd ended up 
calling Bruce the best lover he'd ever had, along with several other more indecent compliments. Of course, the 
bassist couldn't be sure whether this was the event Bruce was refering to, but knowing how the other man's 


sex crazed mind worked, it was more than likely a possible option 
| meant it when | said it," Steve murmured quietly, half expecting Bruce not to address it. 
"So did |." 


Steve's heart skipped a beat, and he had to will himself not to work himself up. He remembered when Bruce 
had told him something similiar, bragging and boasting about how comaptible they were and how they were 
made for one another. Not just in bed though, but in everything. The bassist wished that had been true, 
wished the words had been more substantial in the long run. They hadn't been made for one another; they 
hadn't lasted as an item. And then Bruce was done with his handiwork, stepping aside and putting the comb 


back down, before allowing both hands to come up and playfully fluff the older man's impressive lion's mane. 


"There we go, don't you look neat?" he smiled, but there seemed to be an almost forelorn gleam in his eye 


while he gave the bassist's shoulders a quick, affectionate squeeze. 
"Fanks." 


Steve meant it, but it had a double meaning. He glanced over his shoulder and caught the younger man's big, 


bright amber eyes. There was a near palpable vulnerability in them, and he found he couldn't just turn away; 
couldn't simply break the stare. Instead, they both seemed frozen to the ground; looking back at one another 
and desperately attempting to read their companion. Eventually, Bruce was the first to budge with a shrug and 
a somewhat awkward grin. 


"Don't you bloody bring any elastics, | worked too hard for you to tie your bloody hair back." 


"| wosn't plannin’ on it," said the bassist, scratching the side of his face and feeling the five o'clock shadow 


stubble. 

"Good. So, you ready to go?" 

Bruce stretched his arms up above his head, and just like flicking a switch, he was back to his excited, over 
energized self. Steve nodded his head, offering a slightly sad smile. He was ready to go. Perhaps, they'd never 
be back to the way they were, perhaps they'd never dare to cross that line again despite their mutual pull 
towards the other. But this was a start, and Steve intended to make the most of it. 


"Yeah. But ye better buy me sum lunch first, I'm bludi starvin'," the older man pointed out as he grabbed the 


keycard; the younger man already well on his way out into the corridor leading towards the elevator area 
"Like you ever even bloody eat!" 
‘I'd like ta inform ye | eat as much as | bludi need ta, we can't all be pigs like yerselfl" 


Bruce gave a characteristic, boisterous laugh and nudge that would warm Steve's heart long after he returned 


back to his suite that night. 


"That's not playing bloody fair, you arse!" 


Falling to Temptation 


Author's Notes: 
So here we are, back with another chapter. Do enjoy! ) 


Bruce giggled as he dropped down next to Steve on the small settee. His face was flushed, eyes glassy after a 
few too many beers. More than a little tipsy, he turned towards the older man, propping his head up with his 
elbow against the backrest. Tha bassist wasn't exactly sober himself, though definitely less knackered than his 


band mate; his nose bearing a reddish hue and he smiled warmly, a sliver of teeth hinting. 
"Hello." 
"Ello," the bassist said right back, blinking his eyes a couple of times as to regain focus. 


The release party was a blast. Their second aloum produced after Bruce's return to Maiden, and it had been a 
different and interesting concept to work on. Everyone had been enjoying themselves, Bruce surprised to find 
he was allowed even more input and room to express himself than on the previous record. He'd written and 
cowritten several parts, surprised to see Steve didn't want to tweak every single idea he had. For the first 
time, he'd trusted the smaller man in his ability to create music by himself, and it helped boost the singer's 
confidence. Helped reveal that in some sense, the bassist had grown up and mellowed. He had evidence now that 
it wasn't just a one time gig, the other man was making an effort to include every band mate more openly in 
the writing process, if the so wished. They were allowed to use their own ideas and creativity more, with less 


restraint. In one word, Bruce was proud of the older man's personal growth. 


"How're you feeling?" the singer asked, always having been pretty good at holding his liqour so the slur wasn't 
too evident to his speech pattern. 


"Bludi marvellous, really," the bassist smiled back, a bright white beam adorning his face as his eyes crinkled in 


the way they only did when the bassist was truly happy and enjoying himself. 
"| suspected you'd say that, you're bloody beaming.’ 
"Really?" 


The bassist raised his eyebrows in an expression that could have been either surprise or confusion, but was 


likely a mix of both, and Bruce couldn't help but laugh at the incredulous look. 


"Really. I's easy to tell when you're pleased, you know. You don't have that stoic "got to hide all my emotions 


behind a marble mask" act going on" 


| don't do that,” the bassist scowled, pouting in a manner reminiscent of a five year old; no doubt on account 


of the booze he'd been ingesting. 


"Yeah, you do bloody do! You're like a fucking zombie half the time, took me years to figure out how you 


work." 


Steve's scowl seemed to intensify, as if he was trying to look back on the past and evaluate whether the 
points Bruce were making were valid His drunken oblivion seemed to make it difficult, and it had Bruce covering 
his mouth to stifle the giggles threatening to slip out. Steve didn't usually get drunk per se these days, he'd be 
moderate, but at parties like this one where everyone was ranging from tipsy to shitfaced, it was difficult 


even for him to hold back. 


The singer on the other hand would just do as he pleased, he'd never cared as much for reputation or 
appearances as the older man did. He just wanted to enjoy himself and have a good time, the rest be damned. 
Tonight was no different, even as it was past two in the morning and the crowd of guests was continuously 
thinning out. Even Adrian had left an hour or so ago, claiming he had to get back home to the Missus or he'd 


earn himself a right scolding. 


"Maybe yer right.. but not always. Just sumtimes," the bassist finally huffed, folding his arms defiantly across 
his chest. 


Bruce rolled his eyes, but it was in a fond manner; used to Steve's quirks and stubborness. 
"Whatever you say, boss." 


"Ye fink Rod wants us ta leave? ‘E's not lookin too ‘appy," said Steve after a couple of moments of silence, 


glancing over towards the living room area. 


The location for the party had been decided by the band manager himself, who was intially going to rent 
somewhere big enough to host multiple band mates, friends, families, mixing staff etc, but he'd been forced to 
rearrange the order on account of an unfortunate double booking. In the end, they'd been forced to keep the 
party at Rod's private estate. Sure, it was big and had more than enough room, but Steve knew the manager 
liked to sleep early and wouldn't normally be amongst the party goers to stay past the small hours if he had a 
choice to make. Even now, he looked drained despite having had several shots; slumping against the mini bar 


while Nicko was chatting away animatedly by his side. 


"I think he'd throw us all out on our bloody ears, given the chance," Bruce chuckled, amused by the state of 
misery the manager appeared to be in 


"E won't be gettin’ rid o' me, poor bugger." 


"You're staying overnight?" 


"Yeah, would be sum trouble gettin’ ‘ome from ‘ere in the middle o' the night, don't ye fink? Given ‘ow far I'd 


‘ave ta travel." 
"| could fly you." 


"An | spose ye'd ‘ijack yerself a bludi plane ta accomplish that?" Steve said before dissolving into a massive 


giggle fit, a telltale sign of how drunk he really was. 


"Oh, I'd do it, but I'd charge you for the fee," the singer pointed out, poking Steve's side with his free hand and 


snickering when the bassist squirmed, he'd always been incredibly ticklish. 
"Don't bludi do that, cunt..!" 


Steve continued to wriggle even long after Bruce had withdrawn the teasing finger, as if he didn't realize he 
wasn't being touched anymore. His eyes were squeezed halfway shut, his bangs messy and wild where they fell 
over his forehead. Yet, there was a bright gleam in the man's dark orbs; almost lustful in some sense. For 
once however, the singer chose to ignore it. That was a product of the past. They'd crossed the line once 
already after his return, he refused to allow it to happen again Much as he was tempted, being around Steve 
so much - Steve who still smelled like coconut and washing soap (oddly), who still had the silkiest hair known to 


man, who still possessed the longest most toned legs and what was between them was even more inviting.. 


Bruce shook his head. He shouldn't even be thinking about it, despite how at times he'd be unable to restrain 
himself and end up jerking off to the very vivid memories. Watching the older man flip his curls back by habit; 


Bruce swallowed when he felt his cock twitch in his jeans. 
"You excited to start the tour?" he said, in an attempt to spin the conversation in a different direction 
Steve nodded. 


"Yeah, it's always ‘ard work before'and, but it's worth it in the end, eh? Just, sumtimes | ferget ‘ow much fun 
it is goin’ out there an’ playin’ when I'm stuck by the bludi computer, doin’ me piles o' paperwork. An’ then | 
remember ‘ow it wos even worse back in the ol' days wif all the fuckin’ ‘andwritin’ an fili papers at the 


office. At least now, | can send a bludi email an’ be done wif the bollocks." 


Bruce knew what a control freak Steve was, and he knew how much time the older man devoted to the 
managing even when having a manager like Rod who was so thoughroughly involved. The two would send 
messages back and forth, balling the ideas one on one before finally deciding on what they wanted and letting 
the rest of the people involved have their various inputs. It must be exhausting, Bruce knew he would have 


tired first week on the job, and he admired Steve for his drive and motivation; his ambition 
"| get you. You're one crazy bastard for getting yourself into it" 


"Sumbody ‘as ta make sure the work gets done," said Steve with a shrug, glancing back at Rod and Nicko who 


were still downing shots. "Wot about ye? Ye goin’ ‘ome fer the night?" 


| honestly don't know. Well not "home" home, but | booked myself a suite a couple of blocks away. Just in case, 


you know? | didn't know how many guests were planning on getting some shuteye on ol Rod's expense." 


"Not a load, as far as | know. There's meself, an’ Nick, | fink Couple o' more people, | seem ta ferget their 
names, bludi ‘ell," Steve frowned and blinked his eyes, looking distraught for a moment. "Anyhow, no more than 


five, maybe six blokes, I'd s'pose." 


"Uh huh. | suppose | could have shared rooms with you, if not.. there are king sized beds, after all," said Bruce, 
wriggling his eyebrows playfully as the haze of his mind made him forget not to make any dirty insinuasions. 


Besides, the singer deemed it worth it when he noticed the crimson red flush creeping into Steve's cheeks, 
watching the bassist duck his head to hide behind his curls as he peered out from beneath his long dark 
lashes. Knowing he shouldn't, but his inhibitions smudged by the booze, Bruce scooted just a little closer until 
the leg he'd pulled up on the couch brushed against Steve's thigh, and he kept it there. He found his heart 
racing when the other man didn't move away, didn't avoid him. The bassist had always been a warmblooded 


guy, and his body heat seeping through the denim fabric was a heaven, but also a hellish torment. 
"Wouldn't be the first time." 


"Bruce." said the bassist, almost like a plea for him not to go there, and the quick glance he threw the 


younger man was uncharacteristically vulnerable in its nature. 
"Just stating facts," Bruce shrugged, in an attempt to seem unphased. 


That's when the singer noticed how one of the older man's curls seemed to have glued itself to the corner of 
his lips; and he found it bothered him infernally for whatever reason. It was as if he couldn't take his eyes off 
of it. In a sober moment, he either wouldn't have cared or he would have told the other man about it, but as 

was, he simply reached out on impulse with his free hand to brush the little stray strand away with the pad 

of his thumb. 


But what was supposed to be an innocent act came off as much more bold and meaningful given the building 
tension. Watching the bassist's eyes go wide, his mouth falling slightly open; the singer froze in place with his 
thumb still touching the slightly droopy corner of Steve's lips. 


Swallowing hard, Bruce felt his throat constrict as well while a bolt of pure desire surged down his spine to 
stab him in the groin. He chewed on the inside of his cheek as he watched the bassist's flustered face, the 
way his chest had begun to heave steadily. His bottom lip was quivering, his eyes suddenly hodded and the 
pupils widening to swallow the irises whole. The singer recognized that look all too well; the one that was so 
alluring in its blatant submissiveness. In its abandon and surrender. Exhaling shakily, the smaller man trailed his 
fingers down the side of the older's face, feeling the beginning stubble and tracing the man's jawline up to the 
junction. The bassist wasn't budging, didn't as much as flinch; instead he let out a gasp when the singer's 


fingertips grazed the sensitive area behind his ear. It had always been one of Steve's erogenous zones, and 


Bruce rubbed it in slow circles; faintly dragging his nails over the flesh until the older man visibly trembled. 


Then, he remembered where he was. Remembered they weren't alone. Remembered this wasn't the 80s. 
Remembered they were in relationships, they had kids; they weren't supposed to fuck it up this time around. 
Yet, Bruce felt his cock throb persistently in his pants, and one quick glance at Steve's lap revealed he wasn't 
any better off. Forcing himself to pull away, the singer took his shaking hand back. The guilt and shame of 
Steve's face were a painful reminder of how he'd gone too far. But the worst part was the disappointment, 


downright hurt. 
"l. think | should go, uh, take a leak." 


The singer didn't wait for any reply as he stumbled to get up on his feet, trying not to stagger and sway. His 
head spun while he all but rushed to the bathroom. He'd barely locked the door before he wedged his hand 
down the front of his pants, and it didn't take more than a couple of minutes before he shot his load in his 


palm; strangling a moan of Steve's name. 


Breakfast 
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"Morning Harry." 


Steve's head shot up. He hadn't expected Bruce of all people to come down to breakfast so early, barely past 
1:30 in the morning. Normally the singer would either show up during the last half hour of free servings, or 
just sleep til 12 and skip breakfast altogether in favour of snoozing. But there he was, settling down across the 
table with a plate of pancakes and bacon, and a tall glass of orange juicy - still sporting a wild bedhead. 


The bassist swallowed hard and quickly looked away, not even returning the toothy grin the smaller man was 
offering him. He felt too awkward, had done ever since the evening of the release party. Before the incident, 
he'd almost managed to successfully convince himself that their attraction would be fading over time, but he'd 


been proved painfully wrong. 


"Morn," he simply muttered under his breath as he turned his full attention to his own breakfast; a fried egg 


and a couple of scones with marmalade as well as a mug of jet black coffee. 

Silence fell over them, the only sounds Steve could pick up on that of cluttering utensils and Bruce's 
enthusiatic open mouthed chewing as he devoured his gigantic pancake stack one by one. It was beginning to 
grain on the bassist's nerves, and he almost flinched each time the singer chomped down particularly noisily. He 
felt as if he'd be driven insane if he had to continue listening to it, the additonal uncomfortable tension making 
the air thick and difficult to breathe. 

"Yer up early," he finally commented, simply to distract himself. 

"Slept like shit. Was bloody freezing in my room. Had to use both blankets, even went up to get a fucking spare 
from the closet. Did no good whatsoever," the singer shrugged, looking up only for a moment and his mouth 


still stuffed as he spoke. "Did you have the same issue?" 


"No. Did ye try turnin’ off the airconditionin'’?" the bassist asked, munching on one of his scones and purposely 


avoiding the younger man's gaze. 
"There was a bloody air conditioner?" 
"Yeah. Close ta the ceilin’, by the window. Turned it down meself an’ slept like a bludi baby." 


"Fuck," the singer cursed, and Steve peered up through his bangs to catch him scowling in annoyance. "Why the 


fuck didn't | think of that." 


The silence was back, and the bassist almost prayed it'd stay that way. The mundane conversation had been a 
rice distraction from the one topic he'd been expecting Bruce to want to discuss. The one topic he himself 
wasn't too keen on digging into. Despite what Emma had told him, despite how it was clear they both wanted 
one another, there was something in the way. Something was holding him back from wanting to fall back into 
the singer's arms, despite the way his heart longed for nothing more. The more he thought about it, the more 
it worried him. The more he found that staying away would likely be the best sollution, despite how it made his 


soul ache. 
"Steve?" 


The bassist tensed up, pursing his lips tightly. There was a sinking feeling in his stomach and he forced his 
hands not to tremble as he sipped slowly on his coffee. He couldn't let the other man see his vulnerability. 
Couldn't let him see how wound up he was over this, how hard he'd been trying to forget or rationalize away 
what had happened. Its not like they'd thrown caution to the wind and fucked - again - but the impact of the 
event, he couldn't shake off. The touch had been enough to wind him up, and he could have sworn he hadn't 
orgasmed as hard as he did wanking that night in years. And it made him ashamed, especially when he knew 
Bruce had been the one admant in his decision that they shouldn't pursue anything. Made him ashamed when 


he had a feeling he knew the true reason why. 

"Mhm." 

‘lm sorry." 

Scowling, Steve tilted his head to the side in confusion as he finally met the smaller man's huge eyes. Bruce 
looked sad, remorseful - almost forelorn. The usual mischievous spark that would dance in his amber orbs all 
but gone. He was a little pale, a little beat, a little downtrod. He looked worn, which wasn't really surprising 
given the bassist knew how much the smaller man would overthink the slightest thing. 


"Fer wot?" 


"You know what," the singer stated, shoving another strip of bacon into his mouth and chewing it slowly 
without breaking their stare. 


"Don't be. Ye were drunk," said the bassist, but the tone of his voice came out more like a chastise than he'd 


intended for it to - nearly condescending; and he could tell the younger man was offended. 
"Like you bloody weren't" 
Bruce muttered, huffing under his breath and Steve clenched one fist in annoyance. Of course he was, he 


hadn't said he was a saint and had no part in it. Typical Bruce to assume he was tossing the blame all on him, 


without even getting the full picture. Closing his eyes, the bassist silently counted to ten to attmept to calm 


down his stirring temper. He didn't want to lose it here of all places. 
"| didn't bludi say | wosn't, did |. 
"You don't have to fucking say it. | can tell who you're blaming for it, I'm not fucking doss." 


Steve opened his eyes, glaring sharp daggers at his own plate. The singer just never understood him, he never 
thought beyond himself and his own feelings. And at the back of his head, the bassist's mind always kept 
backpedaling to one simple fact. It had been over a decade, but he hadn't forgotten. He'd struck Bruce. Not 
once, but twice. If he could do it then, he could do it again - if he allowed himself to get into a similar 
situation. And letting the singer in - letting him come too close - was dangerous. Steve feared anything could 
set him off, anything could be a possible trigger. He'd never admit it out loud, but it was terrifying to live with 
the knowledge that he could have hurt the man he loved. That he had hurt him. The nagging fear that he 
might be able to do it again, if pressured. But he couldn't speak of it, didn't have the words to bring it up. 
Didn't have the strength, didn't have the courage. Instead, he did what he did best and kept it inside. Where no 


one could use it against him. 
"Wos that all ye ‘ad ta say?" 


"You're such a stuck up fucking cunt," the singer hissed, his expression a mixture between disbelief and 
disappointment. "You could at least try to bloody talk to me. I'm doing my best to be somewhat nice, and you're 
acting like spoiled fucking five year old. " 


"Wot's there ta say? We made a bludi mistake. Ye ‘ave yer Paddy, | ‘ave me Em’. We can't bludi run around like 
teenage lads ‘oo can't keep it in their pants, ye said that yerself not too long ago, case ye fuckin’ fergot. We're 


not like that anymore, at least not me. | can't vouch fer ye." 
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" 


Steve mentally slapped himself, he hadn't meant for it to be an insult but more of an explanantion, an excuse 
so he didn't have to bring up the real issue. What really bothered him. A way to hide, to pretend. To keep 
himself safe, and not show any weakness. Instead, he'd managed to sting Bruce where it really hurt. Bruce had 
always been promiscuous, he's never been shy about it. People could talk, he didn't give a damn. Unless it was 
Steve's words putting him down for it, belittling him for his sexual appetite. if there was one thing the bassist 
could be sure would wound the singer's pride, that was it. And yet, he couldn't take it back. 


"Wot do ye fink it means." 


No, that wasn't what | wanted to say, Steve thought desperately. That came out wrong. Yet, he couldn't 


apologize. 


"You fucking twat." 


Bruce's face was red now, almost as if he was ashamed or as if he had been publicly humiliated. Steve had 
never once looked down on the smaller man for his desire, not really. If anything he had voluntarily exploited 
and taken part in some mild experimentation once or twice. But it was clear to see the younger man wasn't 
remembering that, instead, his whole posture foretold of how wounded his pride was. He remembered only 


when the bassist had tossed it right back at him as a way to demean him. As a way to have the last word. 


"Ye fuckin arse, could ye fer once not put words in me bludi mouth?" the bassist sighed in frustration, 


pinching the bridge of his nose and running one hand through his hair; the guilt making him almost nauseous. 
"So I'm supposed not to realize you're calling me a fucking slut, then? Thanks, nice to know how you're feeling." 


"| never bludi said that!" Steve snapped and slammed his flat palm into the table top in despair, shrinking 
awkwardly back into his seat when all eyes in the room turned to stare right at him, making him blush deeply 
out of embarrassment and lower his voice significantly. "| didn't fuckin’ say ye were a bludi tart. | meant that 


we can't--" 


"No, | got you perfectly fine, Harry. You're such a fucking liar, perhaps when you're ready to be bloody honest 


with me you can man up and come see me." 


With that, the singer promtly grabbed his breakfast tray and stalked over to the opposite end of the room to 
finish his meal on his own. Steve glared bitterly down at his own food, suddenly finding himself losing his 
appetite while regarding the cooling fried egg and the half eaten scones. Swallowing hard against the lump 
welling up in his throat, he watched Bruce doing a marvelous job at ignoring him while downing his final few 
pancakes. And deep down, the remorse wrapped its hands tighter around his heart. Perhaps he hadn't struck 
Bruce, he but he had definiely gutted him. And he had been unable to apologize for it. 


Again. 


Walking A Fine Line 
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If it had been difficult to keep his hands to himself before; now it was utter torture. Sure, they were back to 
avoiding one another like the plague, only speaking when absolutely necessary - despite Bruce's efforts to 
somehow talk and maybe reconcile during breakfast at the beginning of the week. And the singer could tell 
their awkwardness was taking a toll on the band as a unit. When they had been getting better, closer to 
patching things up and ignore the underlying attraction that never truly died down, the rest of the boys had 
been happy as well. The situation had been a lot less strained. 


Perhaps it wasn't as bad as the olden days when him and Steve would constantly fight viciously with either 
words or fists, but their continuous stubborn silence didn't exactly help the situation. The singer knew they 
would have to speak about it eventually, or they'd never be able to resolve the issue. He wouldn't stay much 
longer if this was all he was going to get. But it was difficult to say the least, with the way Steve bottled up 
his emotions and the way he himself would end up pouring out hurtful blame once he got started on exposing 
his own feelings. Once again, Bruce had to admit to himself that he was worrying. Maybe they never really did 
change, after all. Perhaps, they were just never going to evolve and move on, perhaps they'd never be 


compatible. Perhaps they were better off if he left Maiden for good. 


And tonight was no different. The set had been near flawless, the content beam on Bruce's face almost making 
his cheeks ache as he hopped down the stairs that led towards the backstage area; the sweat still running in 
rivulets down the back of his neck. He was energized, hyped up to the max. With the one exception that all his 
subtle attempts at getting just a little bit playful around Steve to easen the tension between them had been 
cut short. He'd tried to wrap a casual arm around the older man's shoulders only to have him promptly turn 
away from him. He'd tried to shoot a smile every so often, only for the bassist to quickly look away and fix 
his eyes on literally anything else. It was frustrating and nearly had the singer forget the lyrics at times. 
More than anything, it hurt, but it wasn't odd. Given the way he'd been the one to run away that night, even 
when he could see in Steve's eyes how much he wanted him. Not to mention Bruce himself had stated they 
shouldn't pursue anything. 


Now, heading into the locker room area of the stadium, Bruce went immediately for his duffle bag to dig out a 
throw towel and dry himself off. His legs were sore from all the running around, his hair standing on end and 
the green tanktop was clinging to his flesh like a second skin. When he finally glanced up, in waltzed Steve. Th 
bassist's long hair was matted, wet and stringy with sweat. His black jeans were soaked, and his tan skin bore a 
moist hue that made it almost glisten. 


The taller man padded over to his own spot across the room; as far away from the singer as possible. He 


wiped his face thoughroughly, dried off his curls. Then, he peeled his own tank top - jet black - off with what 


looked like little effort. Bruce's mouth felt dry, he'd seen Steve like this each night after the show; but tonight 
the vision was almost erotic to behold. Watching the older man shake his head, droplets of sweat cascading 
around him, the singer pursed his lips as his cock pulsed. The adrenaline rush already had him half hard. 


“Kin amazin show tonight, eh? Crowd was havin' a blast!" Nicko exclaimed as soon as he entered the room, his 


voice loud and excited - and the spell was broken. 
"Definitely, you were a bloody beast behind the set" 


Almost thankful for the interruption, Bruce shook his head and turned back to what he was doing. He stripped 
fairly easily, almost desperate to grab a quick shower. Mostly, him and Adrian would be the only ones to 
shower properly right after a show. The rest of the boys would prefer going back to their suites unless they 
had some sort of plans for the night, so he didn't think much of it. 


Finally ridding of all his soaked garments, the singer grabbed a fresh towel as well as his shampoo bottle, and 
padded over towards the area of the showers. He passed through the screened doors separating them from 
the locker room, his towel casually thrown over one shoulder. He whistled quietly to himself, almost hopping as 
he went; forcing himself not to think of how Steve's shoulders had flexed when he stripped down. Turning a 


sharp corner, the man was presented with the stalls and froze. 


They weren't even actual proper stalls, only the shower heads mounted directly to the walls, and under the 
spray farthest away was the man himself. Bruce felt his stomach sink, as well as the lust simmering darkly in 
his groin He'd been dead sure Steve would do as he always did; towel off, change clothes and go back to the 
hotel to shower properly. Perhaps tonight he felt extra grimy, because there he was. Every inch of tan flesh 
on display, the water pouring down his toned body and glueing his long dark curls to the skin. The man's eyes 
were shut as he was busy thoughroughly rinsing his hair; he likely didn't even notice he had company. 


Shamelessly, the younger man allowed his gaze to travel up and down the other man's nude body. He stopped 
for a moment to regard the round, pale perky ass cheeks with the visible tan line right above them. When the 
bassist shifted, Bruce watched as the nest of dark wiry pubes was exposed and the sizeable, half hard cock 
that sprung from it. It made the singer's own dick swell, the sight enticing and alluring. The bassist's hands slid 
over his stomach and chest, washing the suds from the chest hair. About to turn away, not to tempt and 
torment himself any further, Bruce cursed when the shampoo bottle he'd been carrying slipped from his grasp 
and landed on the floor tiles with a sound that seemed to reverberate throughout the room. It made the 


singer freeze and tense up. 
"Yer gon’ stand there an’ ogle me all bludi night, or take the fuckin’ shower already?" 


Bruce scowled, and turned halfway towards the other man, a nasty glare on his face. He felt more than a little 


embarrassed being caught in the act, hating how Steve was still able to entrance him so easily. 


"Shut the fuck up, will you. Thought you'd be back at the bloody hotel. Wouldn't have gone here if I'd known I'd 
run into Mr. Stick Up His Fucking Arse," the singer remarked snarkily before hanging his towel on the rack as 


far away from Steve's as possible; doing his best to hide his stiff cock from view. 


"Fuckin! cunt," the bassist muttered under his breath, throwing an equally stingy glare in return although there 


seemed to be a fire burning within his dark eyes as well, the lust almost radiating from them. 


Ignoring the insult, Bruce headed over to the closest stall and hit the button, sighing in contentment as he shut 
his eyes and let the water cascade over him; the spray lukewarm but it suited him perfectly fine given how 
hot his body was running at the moment - for various reason. He rubbed his face, ran one hand through his 


hair to get it away from his face. 
"The only cunt here is you." 


Bruce almost didn't realize he'd said it out loud, so he couldn't stop himself in time. Cursing inwardly, his 
shoulders came up. He knew the bassist wouldn't take lightly on it, and he felt the other man's stare burn 


holes in his back as if on cue. Insulting Steve never blew over well, talking back only made it worse. 
"I'd beg ta bludi differ." 
Bruce snorted. 


"Oh yeah, you do? Well, I'm not the fucking pussy who keeps acting as if I'm some sort of bloody villain for 
trying not to cock up this thing between us again. m trying to be your fucking friend, I'm trying to be nice 
and casual and to treat you like a normal fucking human being. You're the one who's fucking ignoring me when | 
am being responsible for once, | mean you have another fucking baby back home. Are you trying to tell me I'm 
doing the wrong thing thinking of your bloody lady and your kids, since you yourself seem to have no bloody 
problem pretending they don't exist? Oh, and you're the one who keeps trying to fucking spur me on but as 
soon as | pick up on it, you fuck me up for it. How the fuck do you suppose l'm going to read you if you keep 
going back and forth? What the fuck is it you want?" 


The singer didn't bother throwing the other man as much as a glance, he was getting too frustrated. 

Frustrated with the fact that Steve seemed to be constantly leading him on, and that while he was trying to 
be strong and avoid crossing the line; the other man seemed be trying much less. Only to shoot the younge 
rman down whenever he tried to respond to the advances. Clenching his fists, Bruce took a deep slow breath 


to steady himself before reaching for his shampoo bottle, popping the cap open 


"Ye don't even know the bludi ‘alf o' it, ‘cause ye never bothered ta fuckin’ ask me. Ye fink | don't ‘ave any 
foughts or opinions on this bludi mess? Ye always assume it's just ye, an’ | don't ‘ave any fuckin’ feelings. Ye 
were always the same. Ye fink | do sum bollocks just ta bludi spite ye or wotever, an' I'm fuckin’ exhausted. I'm 


done wif it. Ye don't know me, ye don't know wot's goin’ on in me ‘ead, so fuck off” 


Steve's tone was cold and cruel, almost demeaning, and it struck the singer right to the core. it hurt, and it 
made him angry. Just as angry as any other time he was going out of his way to patch things up. Why was 
he even trying? What was he attempting to achieve? Spinning around, he stalked up to the taller man who 


seemed taken aback by the sudden closure and responded by rearing back until his shoulders unceremoniously 


bumped into the chilly walltiles. He yelped at the shock of cold material pressing against his burning hot skin. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you? Why the fuck do you always assume | don't care for you? What the fuck 
makes you think | don't think about you every fucking day? Huh? You don't think its near bloody impossible for 
me not to." the smaller man trailed off, his teeth bared and his eyes dangerously narrowed. "You're so fucking 


full of yourself” 


"Because | ain't bludi doss. If ye cared even the slightest, ye'd fuckin’ understand. But ye don't get anythin’, do 
ye? Ye don't get a fuckin’ thing!" 


"Well, perhaps if you actually fucking explained it to me I'd get it! You can't expect me to just know unless you 
fucking tell mel" the singer spat back, his near despair beginning to shine through. 


Silence fell over them, the bassist looking almost ashamed of himself. His dark eyes were downcast, but there 
was a flush on his face. Bruce would assume it was from the anger and arousal alike, because one glance 


downwards revealed just how much the older man's body was enjoying the heat of the moment. 
"Cunt," the bassist grunted, as if he'd run out of things to say. 


With a sigh, Bruce placed his palm flat against the walltiles just by the side of Steve's head. His expression was 
softening, the older man's shoulders dropping and his hands hung limply by his sides. He looked so inviting, 
mouthwatering with the drying water still sheening his maple skin. Swallowing, Bruce's free hand came up to 
briefly run its fingertips along the bassist's collarbone but immediately pulled back when the man flinched 


away. 
"Talk to me. Please, Steve." 


The tone was pleading, but Steve was seemingly more affected by how close their bodies were standing than 
the words themselves, reacting sporadically and grabbing ahold of the smaller man's shoulder as if to shove 


him aside. 
"Oh no, don't you fucking walk out on me, Harry!" the singer protested. 


"Fuckin! watch me," the bassist growled in return, roughly elbowing his way past Bruce and positively fuming as 


he ripped his towel from the rack, storming out of the shower room. 


But Steve never once looked up, eyes concealed by his dark mane. If the singer had caught a better glimpse, if 


he had put two and two together, he would have realized the older man wasn't enraged at all. 


Instead, Bruce remained where he was, rooted to the floor. Not fully aware of how much time had passed 
when he finally moved. His chest was still heaving with his heavy breathing, his hands curled into tight fists. He 
glared in the direction the older man had disappeared until the tension and frustration and rage slowly drained 


from his body and poured off of him. Then, he bit his wobbling bottom lip and stalked back to the shower head 
he'd been occupying earlier, stepping under the spray and stubbornly ignoring the prickle of tears burning his 
eyes. It was only afterwards when he was toweling off the realization that Steve's eyes had been watery 
struck him. 


An lrish Pub 
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An Irish pub, how original. Bruce didn't know how many of those Jan had dragged him into during his exploring 
different cities in various countries. One would think he'd want to try something more distinct to the culture, 
but no. Even in Brasil, the Irish bar was his first stop and the only one he really cared to visit to check out 


how authentic it may be. 


So now, the singer was fondly rolling his eyes as the guitarist checked the menu cautiously, reading through 
every single drink before deciding on what to order which would likely be an Irish coffee. Scrutinizing the small 
pub, it was a decent looking joint with dim lights and people seemed to be pleased as they happily sipped on 
their drinks. It wasn't until he glanced towards the corner area that Bruce froze. 


A huge smile on his face, cheeks tinted red likely by the buzz of alcohol, was Steve. He laughed softly, his eyes 
crinkling in that manner the singer so missed. He hadn't seen the bassist throw him anything but nasty or 
downright cruel glances for weeks and it was taking its toll on him. For each day that passed, Bruce was more 
and more convinced he ought to just as well leave Maiden once the tour was over. He had nothing left for him, 
the bond he'd hoped to mend between himself and the older man appearing to be irreparable. With a sting in 
his heart, the singer watched the other man throw his head back, a sliver of white teeth hinting while he 
laughed. 


Seein’ anythin’ you fancy, oi?" 
Bruce almost yelped when Jan nudged his side with a sharp elbow, knocking him out of his trance. He quickly 
looked down, but too late as the guitarist's eyes followed the direction in which he had been staring. A slight 


flush crept into the singer's cheeks and he turned his head away, ignoring the beam spreading across the 


blonde's face. 
"Oh, Harry, is it? You didna try ta talk ta him yet?" 


"I bloody did. Went over just as well as one might think it would," Bruce huffed, folding his arms across his 
chest in frustration. 


"So? We both knoow wo' a stubborn bugger he can be, y'know? Like somebody else I'm chattin' with just now." 


Bruce rolled his eyes again, watching as the bassist took a chug of beer and giggled drunkenly out of the 


corner of his eye. Steve wasn't alone, he'd gone out with Rod and of course Peter. They all seemed to be 


having the time of their lives, Rod's loud boisterous laughter swelling over the small crowd. 


Its not my fault he's been a right cunt when I'm trying to fucking talk to him," the singer persisted, pouting 


almost like a five year old boy; his still intact baby face making the expression look almost humourus. 


"Yeah, and why didna try again? Couldn't hurt, oi, could it? Look, he's gooin' somewhere, take the bloody shot!" 
Jan urged, chuckling and wriggling his eyebrows as he shoved Bruce not so gently in the right direction. "Ill goo 


chat with those two buggers fer now," he added and pointed his thumb the direction of the booth. 


Meanwhile, Bruce's gaze followed the bassist who appeared a litle tipsy but mostly steady as he walked 
towards the restroom area. The singer didn't know what possessed him to follow, but as soon as the older man 
slipped through the unisex restroom door; he hurried right after him. He stalled for a moment just outside, his 
palm pressed flat against the fine oaken wood used to give even this area a more fancy look Then he braced 


himself, and entered. 


There were no stalls, but simply actual rooms with doors that went all the way down to the ground. Spare no 
expense must have been the owner's tune. Bruce heard the water running from the sink in the only locked 
stall, biting his bottom lip as he leant against the wall. The lock clicked and out came Steve, the bassist nearly 


jumping in surprise; clearly startled by the smaller man's unexpected presence. 


"Bludi 'ell.! Wot the fuck are ye doirt 'ere..?l" the man wheezed, taking a couple of steps back to steady himself; 
his eyes revealing he was a tad more knackered than the singer had first suspected. 


| was enocuraged to try to bloody talk to you. Again," Bruce shrugged, putting his hands on his hips. "Might 
agree this isn't exactly the best location, but what can you do?" 


"It's a cocked up bludi location," Steve huffed, running his hand through his hair and looking almost agitated. "| 
fought we'd gone over all there wos ta it. Long as ye keep puttin’ bludi words in me mouf, | don't s'pose we 


‘ave a load ta say ta one another, don't ye reckon?" 


"Well, for starters you could begin with telling me what the actual problem is, cause I'm fucking sick to death 
of you avoiding me and only telling me half truths or downright fucking insulting me." 


"That's ‘cause ye don't know when ta shut the fuck up," Steve hissed in return, narrowing his eyes. 


Bruce took a deep breath, trying hard not to lose his temper and blow his top off but the bassist's 
unwillingness to cooporate hardly made it any easier. Running his hand through his hair, the smaller man 
briefly glanced towards the entrance to the room before looking back at the bassist who folded his arms 
defiantly across his chest. 


I'd shut up if you told me what the hell is going on," the singer pressed, taking a step towards the older man 
which in turn had him stalling and backing up. "What are you so afraid of?" 


"m not bludi afraid o' anythin." 


Steve bared his teeth, his nose wrinkled and the simmering rage burnt vividly in his dark eyes. But there was 
something else too, something hidden just behind that anger. The smaller man was intent on figuring out what 


it may be. 
"You're a liar. Such a fucking liar." 


Bruce didn't know what came over him, not thinking as he pounced at the older man and caught him aback. The 
surprise of the moment was enough for him to shove the bassist into the closest toilet booth, doing his best 
to trap Steve for fear that he might walk out on their conversation again and he himself didn't have enough 
patience to try this even again even a single time. He would settle the situation now or never. Blocking the only 
escape route, Bruce kicked the door shut behind himself and locked it; leaving the bassist awkwardly crammed 
into the small space between his own body, the toilet bowl and the sink. There really wasn't enough room for 


two fully grown - albeit small - men in one bathroom. 
‘lm not letting you out until you tell me what the hell you're thinking.” 


"Wot the fuck is wrong wif ye?! Are ye bludi mental?!" the bassist nearly screeched, looking like he just might 


crawl out of his own skin but he made no attempt to push the smaller man out of the way. 
"So?" 
“There's nuthin’ ta bludi say," the bassist growled, turning his head to the side in an almost demeaning manner. 


That was the last straw. Bruce hissed as he snapped, quickly grabbing the older man by the hair and shoving 
him up against the wall; trapping the bassist in the corner where the two walls met by the doorside. Steve 
made a choked noise, no doubt in pain as he reached up instinctively to rub his scalp; the younger man's rough 
fist still twisted in his long curls. Using his own weight as leverage, the singer molded his body to the bassist's; 


successfully pinning him and feeling him writhe in a miserable attempt to break free. 


"If there's nothing to say, then explain this to me. Explain to me why you're not trying harder to break free. 
Explain to me why you keep looking at me like you want to fucking eat me alive when you think I'm not looking. 
Explain to me why I've heard you bloody whisper my name when you're jerking off in your fucking bunk at 
night." 


Steve's face went bright red with mortification, his eyes downcast and hidden beneath thick long black lashes. 
But it worked, all the fight draining from the older man's body to leave him weak and powerless. He looked 
almost pliable, embarrassed and disoriented. And, when having control over the fiery whirlpool of a man, Bruce 
felt the simmering lust seeping down his spine. Something dark and twisted and all consuming - making his cock 


twitch treacherously. 


Watching the older man's chest heave, at first Bruce figured Steve might say something. He waited as 
patiently as his trembling, aroused body would allow. But instead, after several moments, the bassist looked up 
with an expression that was a mixture of humiliation, remorse - and wanton. His eyes were dark as sin, his lips 


so inviting and the flush on his face making him appear almost innocent in a sense. 


At first, the singer wanted to resist the temptation. Wanted to force the information out of the older man. 
But the allure of submissive Steve right before him - trapped for him to use as he liked - was all it took for 
Bruce to snap. Using his rough hold on the bassist's long hair as leverage, he dived in and hungrily sealed his 
lips over Steve's. 


The bassist shuddered hard against Bruce's body, the older man almost jolting; going rigid only for a split 
second before surrendering completely. Then he kissed back. Hard, fierce, violent. It was as if they were both in 
a frenzy to devour one another; the lust going to their heads like a drug. Their kisses were rough and violent 
but fluid, open mouthed. Teeth clashing and lips bruising; almost splitting and Bruce grunted as he tasted the 
tang of blood on the tip of his tongue. Slowly, the bassists arms larked around the younger man's waist; 
snaking up behind his arms and digging his nails in like hooks, clinging to Bruce's broad shoulders while their 
bodies desperately pressed together. 


Bruce felt Steve's peaked nipples against his chest, poking through the fabric of the older man's black tee; felt 
Steve's swollen cock rub against his own through layers of denim. It was delicious, exquisite torture. Delirious, 
making him crave more. Longing to feel as much of the older man as possible, the singer ran his free hand up 
and down Steve's side, slipping it beneath the shirt to feel bare flesh. The smaller man slid it upwards to 
briefly pinch a nipple which earned him a mewl of approval. Then, he dropped it to firmly squeeze a perky ass 
cheek; kneading it roughly and leaving dark bruises. 


When the smaller man finally tore his lips away for breath, he inhaled raggedly and wasted no time digging into 
the curve of the older man's exposed neck; pleased to see the bassist tilt his head to the side to allow better 
access while he nibbled and licked the smooth skin - nuzzling the stray curls aside with the tip of his nose. 
Steve still tasted the same; musky and salty, a pure male essence, and it made Bruce's cock damn near jump in 
his pants; his legs quivering beneath him as he struggled to remain standing. And then, he rolled his hips 
forwards, pushing hard against the taller man and making sure their erections dug into one another. The 


ragged moan leaving the bassist's throat was enough of an encouragement to egg the singer on 


Biting down at the junction of neck and shoulder - not caring the slightest who might notice the lovebite - 
Bruce tugged lightly at Steve's hair still in his grip while he thrust forwards, and was thrilled when the older 
man's hips bucked back against his. It felt just as good as he remembered it; the bassist's heavy balls pressing 
against his own, their rock hard shafts rubbing together as they chased friction. Blindy seeking pleasure and 
release; Steve's body began to tremble continuously, and Bruce was almost surprised when one of the older 


man's legs was raised to hook itself over his thigh and pull him even closer. 


"B - Bruce." the bassist moaned breathily and the smaller man glanced up to spot his eyes roll back into his 
head, mouth hanging halfway open. 


The singer's response was a loud groan that rumbled through his chest, and he released Steve's hair to press 
one palm against the wall in an attempt to steady them both, now thrusting as if he were actually fucking the 
bassist - with short sharp, powerful stabs. Steve was responding accordingly, mewling when Bruce squeezed 
his ass harder and used the firm hold to push the older man's slender body closer to his own, the juts of 
their hips almost painfully grinding together. Bruce's heavy breathing echoed through the room, and Steve's 
came out ragged and hitching. The hard planes of their abdomens and groins provided additional delicious 
friction. 


Being the resolute one, the singer pulled back just a little and was nearly swayed to just continue when he 
heard the older man whimper with loss. But instead, he determinedly dropped one hand between them; fumbling 
both the zippers of their jeans open with fairly little struggle despite his shaking, unsteady fingers. Pulling the 
waistband of underwear down, he groaned when Steve's came bouncing out; swollen and engorged, the head 


sticky with precum. 


Hurriedly, he worked his own free of its confines and wrapped his hand around both lengths as much as 
possible; squeezing them tightly together. Then he began to pump for all he was worth, taking no time to tease 
or toy with the bassist. Steve's hips jerked forwards to meet the pace and Bruce buried his face against the 
older man's neck, nibbling the skin as he felt the fist tingles of orgasm flutter through his loins; into his balls 
to make them pull up tight. He almost whined when a second bigger hand joined the action, closing over his own 


and helping to increase the tight grip. Precum made the strokes slick. 


Forcing himself to open his dazed eyes, feeling his climax about to kick in, Bruce raised his head and watched 
Steve. He watched the bassist's nose wrinkle, watched his upper lip curl, watched his eyes screw tightly shut. 
He watched the beads of sweat trailing down his temples. The smaller man knew that face; he knew it meant 
the bassist was right there. Forcing himself not to lose it immediately, he strained his muscles and let his free 
hand on the older man's ass travel to slip underneath the hems of jeans and underwear; lower until his index 
finger found the tiny pucker hidden within the crack. He knew exactly where it was located, by habit, and 
pushed the digit all the way inside. 


Steve drew in a sharp breath in response; the already raised leg hooking over Bruce's hip now; moving even 
higher to get a better angle. The singer appreciated it, locating the right spot blindly and rubbing it, dragging 
his thumb over the erogenous slit at the tip of the bassist's cock. One hitched breath; two. The bassist buried 
his face at the side of the younger man's neck; stifling a whine as he came - dragging the nails of his left 
hand all the way down the singer's back, tearing a tiny hole in the tee. 


Bruce shuddered, managing to catch his own load in his hand as he came undone. 


Not a sound was heard in the room, except for both mens' heavy panting as they attempted to catch their 
breaths. They clung to one another in the aftermath as tiny tremours and jitters passed through their limbs; 
Bruce eventually pulling back just enough to regard the other man's sated face. He looked serene, his eyes still 
shut, as if he was lost in time; but his expression peaceful. Hesitating only briefly; the younger man reached 
over for a few tissues to wipe his hands clean, before reaching up to tuck the bassist's sweat damp curls 


behind his delicate ears. Bruce surprisingly found himself almost blushing when Steve opened his eyes to look 


right at him, if only for a second before averting his gaze. 

"l. don't fink yer a tart, y'know. Or that there's nuthin’ ta say," he mumbled. 

"And | don't think you're a cunt. But we can't keep going like this, you know it" 

Steve sighed, looking defeated. 

"Wot d'ye s'pose we should do, then?" 

"Talk about it. How about tomorrow? I'll come to your room? Given its a day off, we have all the time in the 
world. We can't go on like this, avoiding each other and then snapping and.. doing whatever this is. It's not the 
first time. We really have to talk” 

Steve nodded and hung his head, solemn. Bruce bit his bottom lip, feeling guilty and taking the opportunity to 
brush Steve's bangs aside and press a soft kiss to his forehead, then nudging the tip of his nose. The gentle 
actions were such a sharp contrast to the previous lustful abandon, but it made his heart soar nonetheless. 
He decided following his gut feel would be better than continuing to fool himself, continuing to attempt to 
abstain only to fail miserably. 

"Steve..2" 

"Mhm..2" 

I'm sorry I've been a cock" 

"So ‘ave |." 

"Yeah, you have." 


"Cunt," the bassist pouted, but with no trace of anger; instead he smiled somewhat sheepishly. 


"Right back at you. Now let me buy you a bloody drink," the singer laughed quietly. 


Reconciliation 
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"So, are we going to do this?" 


Steve bit his bottom lip and gave a heavy sigh, wrapping his arms tightly around himself. He was adamant not 
to meet the younger man's eye, curled up on the king sized hotel room bed. He knew there was no use dancing 
around or avoiding the subject anymore. They couldn't keep running around in circles, ignoring one another only 


to fuck, get friendly and mess it up all over again. 
"Yeah. | s'pose." 


Bruce was settled across from the bassist, legs folded Indian style as he leant forwards with his clasped hands 
in his lap. Steve reared away just a litle bit, a whiff of Bruce's cologne tickling his nostrils, his back pressed 
hard to the headboard. He'd never admit it out loud, but he was terrified of where the conversation was 
heading. Last time, Bruce had turned him down completely, and that was before he himself had even begun 
thinking about possible consequences should they give each other a second chance. The bassist didn't trust 
himself, not even now before the conversation had begun. Before there was any risk for the situation to turn 


hostile. 

"So. I'm waiting," the singer huffed, visibly frustrated by how the older man still wasn't saying anything. 

"| just.. wot do | even say? | don't know where ta bludi begin, Bruce," the bassist finally admitted, his gaze fixed 
on his own knees as he pulled his legs closer to his chest. "There's just.. loads goin’ on, y'know? Loads o' 


foughts, an’ | s'pose | should be able ta sort ‘em out, but | can't" 


"Then why not talk about them? Better to share than to keep everything inside, don't you think?" shrugged the 


singer with a small, but sweet smile on his lips. 
"IFs just.. well, first fing's first. Em' knows. About us. That we used ta, y'know." 
"Uh huh. What'd she say?" 


"She said.. she'd suspected it, | spose. She found me ol' photo album, Bruce. She.. the night after we shagged at 
Rod's ‘ouse, | told ‘er. ‘Cause | s'pose, y'know, | wanted ta prove ta ye that | wosn't gon’ do the same fing all 


over again. ‘Idin' an’ all that bollocks. An’ she.. told me she'd found the albums in the closet, she wosn't upset 
or anythin’, y'know? She just said it wos wot it wos, an’ if |.. wanted ta pursue sumthin’, perhaps | should” 


"You never told me." 


"No," Steve mumbled, shaking his head and running one clammy hand through his wild mane; the nervousness 


was beginning to get the best of him. 


He'd never been one to speak openly about emotions, the times he'd open up were few and far between. Last 
time he'd ever had any conversation similar to this was probably that night with Emma, and it had been 
almost five years since. Steve knew everything depended on his honesty, but it didn't make the ordeal any less 


difficult. 


"Let me go grab us a couple of beers," said the singer, and the older man felt some of the tension pour off of 
him. 


A beer or two would definitely help him get into the right frame of mind, and the bassist looked up as the 
smaller man hopped off of the bed and padded bare feet over to the mini fridge to grab a couple of Heineken 
bottles neatly offered. His dark hair was wild and unruly, a bit too long and looking almost shaggy. The 
sweatpants he wore looked about three inches too long, bunching up around the ankles, and the tee was old and 


faded. Still, Steve recognized it. It was one the older man had given to Bruce almost twenty years ago as a 


birthday gift. 


"No Guinness, so these'll have to do," Bruce shrugged as he got up to kick the fridge shut, using the bottle 
opener to pop the caps off, and finally climbing right back onto the bed without spilling any of the beverages. 


Steve instinctively held his hand out, almost embarrassed of the shudder that passed through his body like an 
electrical current when their fingers grazed as Bruce offered him his bottle. In need of some liqour courage, 
the bassist took a couple of huge swigs from the bottle and wiped his mouth casually with the back of his 
hand. Then he settled back, letting his forearms dangle off of his raised knees. 


"Not half bad, | suppose," chuckled the singer after he downed a chug of his own, doing his best to clear the 


worst of the tension. 

"No. S'pose not." 

Tipping his head back against the headboard, Steve stared awkwardly up at the white concrete ceiling above 
them for a couple of moments until he felt the mattress shift when Bruce was beginning to get antsy and 


impatient. 


"So, Emma was fine with it, you said?" the singer finally broke the silence, making himself comfortable by lying 


down on his side and propping his head up with his free hand; big eyes never once leaving the older man's face. 


"Yeah. Yeah, she encouraged it--" 


"Then why are you so against it? | mean, the reason | didn't want to pursue anything substantial was because | 
was convinced you weren't into the idea, you know. | don't fancy being treated like l'm some dirty, shameful 


bloody secret.” 
"| know." 


"And that's what you did when you were with Lorraine. Don't you think, once | began to actually reconsider 
things, that | felt bad for it? Sure, initially | just wanted to be with you ‘cause bloody hell, | was in love with 
you, Steve. | just wanted to have you, any way | could. But the more | thought of it, the more | realized it 
wasn't just the two of us involved. There was Lorraine, and there were your kids, and | felt like some sort of 


fucking homewrecker, you know." 


"I know," nodded Steve, there was nothing else he could possibly say. "l.. | wos the selfish one, y'know. Expected 
ta ‘ave Lorry an’ the perfect bludi family, an’ then ye on the side. | just." 


He trailed off, rubbing at his face before taking another gulp of beer. He had been so wrapped up in getting 
the best of both worlds that he hadn't even seen it coming when it started going downhill. He'd been so 
consumed by his own lies and his own games, he didn't realize he couldn't have both, and by the time he was 


ready to make the choice it was already too late. 
"Serves you right that it didn't work out, honestly.” 


Steve winced, but he couldn't very well get upset. It was true, he had deserved what was coming his way. 
Turning his head the other way, he let his several inches of curls fall forward to conceal most of his face 
from view. At least he could put up that one wall to somewhat hide behind 


"Yeah. | figured as much meself. An’ | s'pose that's one o' the reasons why, when | fought o' it properly, | got 
why we probably shouldn't be a fing again" 


"Well, if I'm going to be frank, that decision would be up to both of us, wouldn't it? | mean, I'm not going to 
deny you hurt me, several times. But | forgave you a long time ago, ‘cause | can see where you were coming 
from and | know you were struggling to keep it together at the time. Besides, Emma knows, and so does Paddy. 
So what's there for us to worry about? 


Steve was about to say something, but instead he was abruptly silenced when Bruce shifted to once again 
settle up straight. Then, the smaller man's hand reached for his empty one; coming to linger just on top of it. 
It was such a small, insignificant touch but it meant the world. The bassist's heart swelled, but at the same 
time the fear overwhelmed him and he pulled back a bit too hastily, nearly spilling the remainder of his beer 
over the crisp bed sheets. 


"No..! Don't touch me..!" 


His voice was a gasp, and a plea; dark eyes wide and downright frightful. At first, Bruce's reaction was one of 
hurt. He looked wounded; confused and miserable. As if he couldn't fathom why the bassist was still rejecting 
him. Steve simply hung his head, the guilt overpowering him and damn near making his eyes water. He wanted 
nothing more than to touch the younger man, hold him in his arms and kiss his soft full lips. Bury his nose in 
his silky strands of hair, whisper sweet nothings in his ear. Fall asleep curled up together, stay tangled up until 


morning came. 
"I. | don't understand, Steve. What am | doing wrong? Are.. you afraid of me?" 


"No, it's not ye.." the bassist gulped, sucking on his bottom lip to keep it from wobbling visibly. "l. | dont want 
ta ‘urt ye." 


"What are you bollocking about? You'd never bloody hurt me," the singer scowled, brows furrowed and face 


suddenly set hard. 
"Yes, | would! An' | ‘ave! Oo's ta say | ain't gon’ fuckin’ do it again..?!" 


Finally the bassist snapped, the pain in his eyes near palpable as he met the smaller man's stare, voice raised 
but high pitched and throaty rather than an angry snarl. Finally, all the pieces fell into place and Steve watched 
as Bruce's defensive expression went from shock to near pity. With a stuttering exhale, the older man's hand 
came up to conceal his face. He felt so weak, so exposed and so humiliated Ashamed of the fact that he 
couldn't control himself in the past, of the fact that he still didn't trust himself because of it. That he still felt 
as if he didn't know himself, and he sniffled pathetically when the tears welled up in his eyes. He'd kept it all 
inside for so many years, forcing it out of mind and urging himself not to think about it anymore than he had 


to. 
"Steve, no...” 


Expecting the smaller man to keep a safe distance, to treasure his own safety, Steve nearly yepled when 
instead the singer shifted closer only to wrap both arms tightly around his shoulders. He winced, the physical 
contact making his skin buzz, he'd missed the tenderness and the closure so much that now when finally 
presented with it, it almost hurt. At first, he remained tense; unwilling to surrender to the temptation 
Unwilling to expose Bruce to any additional danger, but slowly he began to yield. Eventually, he leant into the 
smaller man's broad, bulky frame. His free hand larked around Bruce's waist, fingers clinging nimbly to the 
fabric of his shirt. Eventually, Steve pressed his face to the younger man's chest; breathing in the familiar 


scent he adored so much as he wept silently. 


"Hush... it's alright, love." cooed the singer, one hand beginning to pet the bassists hair; running its fingers 
through the soft curls continuously." You won't hurt me, | promise. Just the fact that you're so bloody afraid 
of it says loads about how you feel. What happened back then was unfortunate. And it's not like | didn't hurt 
you, too. How many times did | make you bleed during sex? | don't even remember, you don't think lim ashamed 


of that?" 


"But.. but Bruce.. | did it on purpose." the bassist feebly protested, voice still thick and hoarse with tears. 

"So did |. When | didn't stretch you, or use enough lube, when you told me | was hurting you. And | didn't care, 
| was so fucking frustrated and | just wanted you to suffer, | suppose. That wasn't right either, we were both 
cocked up at the time." 


Steve swallowed hard, snuggling closer to the other man. He didn't want to move, didn't want to break the 


contact. Didn't want the moment to ever end. 

"Wot's wrong wif us? Both o' us." 

"| don't know. But you know what | do know?" 

Steve scowled in confusion, slowly picking his head up to allow his watery red rimmed eyes to meet Bruce's 
amber ones. They were full of warmth and tenderness, albeit a bit glossy just the same. Flinching in surprise, 
the bassist soon relaxed when the younger man's palm sweetly encompassed his stubbled jaw; brushing the 
wet streaks away with its thumb. 

"| love you. That's never changed, | suppose | just forgot it for a long time." 

Steve gaped, his eyes going wide and a flustered hue colouring his cheeks crimson red. Yet, for once in his life, 
he acted on the first impulse; his hand sliding up to grab a firm hold of the smaller man's neck as he pressed 
his lips to his in a chaste but firm kiss. Bruce was given little time to respond before the bassist pulled back 
just a tad; their lips still tentatively brushing while he spoke. 


"| luv ye too." 


This time, it was Bruce who initiated the kiss. Its nature was a lot less gentle. 
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"Slept well, love? 


Steve purred and stretched his limbs as he slowly rolled over onto his back, a shy smile on his lips before he'd 
even opened his eyes. Drowsily, he yawned, almost giggling when a playful finger poked the side of his waist and 
made him damn near squeal. He was embarrassed by his own behaviour, but at the same time he couldn't 
care less about the blush tinting his cheeks pink when he felt a familiar pair of plump lips spill feather light 
kisses along the side of his jaw. 


"Mhm... yeah," the bassist murmured, finally looking up at the smaller man who was hovering above him; 
dimples on full display. 


"Is been a while since you woke up to this, hasn't it?" Bruce chuckled, not hesitating to nudge the tip of his 
nose against the older man's. 


Steve rolled his eyes fondly but nodded, before he picked his head up just a bit to glance around. He'd taken a 
rare opportunity on the tour bus off to read his latest crime mystery novel, but after a week of mostly 
sleepless nights and performances pretty much every evening, his body had protested. In the end, he realized 
he must have dozed off, because the book was lying haphazardly by his side on the bunk bed Running one 
hand through his hair, Steve began to sit up; a small scowl digging into his forehead. 


| spose. Where's the rest o' the blokes..?" 


"They went out for a snack. We're having a bit of a lunch break, case you haven't noticed we're standing still. | 
told them I'd be a little late, somebody had to drag your sodding arse out of bed, and | suppose they thought | 
would be the best fit to handle your bloody crankiness," the singer chuckled, poking Steve's belly this time. 


The bassist scrambled into a sitting position, shielding his abdomen with both arms and pouting, but he wasn't 
the least upset. In fact, he was nearly surprised himself by how much he enjoyed the smaller man's childish 
antics and teasing lately. Ever since they'd talked everything over - something they'd both confessed they 
should have done ages ago - they'd found their way back to being intimate more often than not. The biggest 


question to muse over was in general how and if they should tell the rest of the band mates. It sure would 


make the sneaking around a bit less difficult, in the long run. 


"I fought ye'd be the first ta run out an’ grab a bite, yer stomach is bludi bottomless," the bassist pointed 


out. 
"And miss the chance to spend some quality time with you? Wouldn't bloody think so." 


Steve shook his head and shrugged, ducking just a little behind his mane when he felt suddenly shy. Peering up 
at the singer through his bangs, he pursed his lips and leant back against the wall, pulling both legs up against 
his chest. Bruce must have noticed his suddenly sombre expression, because he too locked more serious when 
he leant closer; arms folded as he leant them against the bed side while sitting back on his heels. His amber 
eyes were big and inqusitive, his hair shaggy as ever. 


"What's wrong?" 


‘Nuthin, | just.. fought about, y'know, wot we were talkin’ about the other day. Tellin’ the blokes, | s'pose.. | 
fought maybe.. it's the best option we ‘ave, y'know? Ta make it work, since the birds already know, or 
wotever.." Steve mumbled, rubbing awkwardly at the back of his neck 


Watching closely, the bassist noticed how the other man glanced down just for a moment; forehead creasing as 
he seemed to mull it over. The suggestion had intially been his, perhaps just a spur of the moment, but the 
more thought Steve had given it the more it had begun to make sense. 


"You sure about it? You do realize we don't know what they'd have to say about it, right?" 
"Yeah." the older man acknowledged, tipping his head back against the wall and staring out into the room for a 
long moment, letting the silence soothe him. "Wot do ye spose we should do, then? It wos yer idea, or 


wotever..." 


"I know. And you know I've been wanting to tell the bloody world since the first time we bloody kissed, but it's 
been difficult.. especially on your part. And don't you bollock me for that, you know it's the bloody truth!" 


| wosn't gon’ bollock ye fer anythin!" the bassist snapped back at the singer, narrowing his eyes briefly before 
trying to calm himself down, his heart pounding wildly against his ribcage. "Ugh... sorry." 


"IFs alright. | just.. suppose | haven't thought much about how they might take it, eh? | mean, | know Jan won't 
mind it. He knows loads more than he tells, thats for sure. I'm mostly concerned about Rod, I'd say. He can be 
a bit.. you know." 

"Yeah. | do know," Steve agreed, sighing softly. "Maybe it's, y'know, better not ta anythin'?" 


"And go on like we used to? You really think that'd be intelligent, given how fucking well it turned out last time 


around?" 


"Then wot the ‘ell do ye propose we do, Bruce? We ‘ave two bludi options, we can tell the blokes we're shaggin’, 
or we can keep it a bludi secret. We've tried one o' the options, an' yer the one ‘oo said ye didn't want ta do 


that again. So that leaves us one bludi way ta go, doesn't it?" 


The bassist didn't mean to be prickly but he couldn't really help it, Bruce had been the one to convince him to 
try to expose themselves, and now he was stalling after finally succeeding. It was frustrating, but 
understandable at the same time, only Steve feared if they went back on the decision now he'd never gather 
the courage to attempt it again It was a bit of a now or never predicament. Flinching, the bassist looked back 
at the younger man when he felt callused fingers brushing against his own, but he didn't pull away as Bruce 
tangled their fingers together, favouring giving his hand a soft squeeze of approval. 


"You're right. | suppose I'm pretty fucking nervous, you know? | mean, Nicko knows lm shagging blokes, he did 
see us after all. Well, not you, but my pale arse," the singer chuckled, a silver of wonky teeth and dimples 
hinting as mischief played in his orbs. 


"Fank bludi Christ 'e didn't see me, y'know.. would've been difficult ta explain at the time, eh?" Steve mumbled 
as a response, feeling his cheeks burn bright red at the memory of that night; he'd had no idea they were 


being watched so it wouldn't have been unlikely he could have outed them with his pleasure noises. 
"So, Rod might be difficult.. who else? Ade, perhaps?" 
"I fink.. | fink most o' ‘em won't mind much, | s'pose.. | ‘ope so, y’know..?" 


Steve swallowed hard, his eyes showing off his own insecurity as they sought Bruce's, earning another gentle 


squeeze to his hand for reassurance. 


"How about we tell them al together? Or, perhaps it'd be better with at least two at a time. Not just the lot 
of them, now that | think about it. Would make it more difficult, | reckon. If it's just two, we could probably talk 
them down if they were to go bloody mental, don't you think?" 


Steve bit his bottom lip, but had to admit it was a pretty solid idea He shrugged with a heavy sigh and gave a 


small nod. 


"Yeah. | fink yer right. So we, uh, ‘andle Jan an' Nick first? Since ye figure they'd accept it? | fink Dave an’ Ade 
next, an’ Rod last. Just Rod, or ‘e'll fuckin’ blow ‘is bludi top off, | s'pose.." 


"Then that's a set deal. We just gotta get the ship sailing now, eh?" said Bruce softly, shifting from his position 


on the floor to crawl onto the bed and settle next to the older man. 


Steve didn't say anything, didn't protest when the other man larked his arms around his neck and turned his 
head to meet the singer's lips almost on cue. They could read each other so well, would always know exactly 
what the other wanted or needed. Letting his own hands drop to linger at the sides of Bruce's hips, Steve 


moaned softly when playful sharp teeth nipped at his bottom lip; face flushed when their lips parted. 


"Let's go get ourselves something to eat, then And no bloody protests saying you're not hungry! We both know 
you are," the singer reprimanded, pointing one finger sternly at the bassist when he slipped off the bed before 


letting out one of his trademark boisterous laughs. 


"Fine, s'pose I'll ‘ave sumthin’ then," Steve chuckled and followed, trying to ignore the anxiousness gnawing at 


the pit of his belly for now. 
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"Dad? Do you have time?" 


Steve looked up from his paperwork as soon as he heard the knock on the door that accompanied the request. 
He scowled, a bit confused and concerned when noticing the slightly somber look on his oldest daughters face 

as she leaned in the doorway. Her dyed black was neatly tucked behind one ear, and she wore the rare Judas 

Priest shirt he'd gotten for her 22nd birthday. It wasn't like she wasn't self sustaining, but for holidays she'd 
come by. He enjoyed her company as much as the rest of his children's, her old room always ready to be 


reclaimed whenever she slept over. 


"Course," the bassist nodded, pulling back a bit and turning to face Lauren completely, only glancing quickly over 


at the line where he'd left off to memorize it. "Is sumthin’ wrong?" 


Lauren seemed to cast a quick look over her shoulder, as if paranoid for some reason. Then, she entered the 
room cautiously and neatly shut the door behind herself. She leaned against the wooden frame, folding her 

arms across her chest. She still bore that serious look, her eyebrows may be plucked to perfection but they 
still mirrored the way his own would crease whenever he was upset. Steve swallowed hard. Had he forgotten 


anything important? Done something? His daughter appeared hurt, almost. Or at the very least, not exactly 
happy. 


"Dad, | have to be serious about this," the girl began, turning her head to the side for a moment as if to 
gather her wits, avoiding her father's gaze. 


It made Steve uncomfortable to say the least, and he leaned forward a bit, head tilted to the side as he 
attempted to scrutinize her face. He couldn't pinpoint what the problem was, but the concern kept growing 
until it gnawed at the pit of his stomach. He clasped his hands, wringing them nervously back and forth as he 


waited. 

"Uh, course, sweet'eart. Wot's the matter..?" he asked, voice soft. 

'I've.. been thinking for a while, probably the last couple of years or so, and | just.. | have loads of questions." 
Steve averted his eyes, unsure of what he was supposed to say to that. An unsettling nagging thought crossed 


his mind. Was this about Bruce, somehow? It was really the only thing he could think of that might spur this 


sort of reaction, might warrant Lauren's almost uncanny behaviour. She didn't seem like herself, almost. Steve 


bit his bottom lip, noticed through his peripheral vision hos his daughter began to twine a strand of her long, 
jet black hair. 


"Uh, alright, | s'pose.. ye might as well go a'ead, wif wotever ye like ta ask me, y'know?" said the bassist, and 
attempted to smile but it came out forced and stilted. 


"You know, | never told you, but.. | knew. About, you know, you and Bruce." 


It felt like a bomb had been dropped right on Steve's head, and he almost flinched visibly. It wasn't like he 
hadn't suspected it, even at the time, but some part of him had remained in blissful denial. He'd really hoped 
he'd masked it well, but of course Lauren would be aware. And especially now, Lorraine must have shared 
some version of the story with their mutual offspring. She had always been close to the kids, and remained so, 


and he couldn't blame her. It was a major misstep on his part, and he'd long since accepted and owned up to 


the blame. 
"l." the man began, but faltered; voice hoarse. 


Lauren shook her head, as if to tell him that it was no use denying it, and that she wanted to continue. Sighing 
softly, Steve nodded in understanding and allowed her. 


'|.. don't remember the details, but.. one of my earliest memories is of you and Bruce kissing in the kitchen l.. 
remember that | thought you two were.. cute, | suppose. | mean, a part of me is still mad at you, for how you 
treated mom." 


This time, Steve did flinch, shoulders coming up as he hung his head. He wasn't going to argue with that, wasn't 
going to cause a scene. She was right, he had been unfair. He had treated Lorraine unkindly, had been selfish 
beyond compare. He swallowed again, audibly this time. 


"But another part of me.. | remember how you and mom used to be. It wasn't like.. you didn't fight all that 
much in front of us, you know? But we'd overhear you. Mom was always so bloody passive aggressive, and 
you'd just storm out like you didn't want to hear it. Me and Faye would talk about it pretty early on, back 
when Kerry didn't even understand what was going on. It's not like, | mean at the time of course we wanted 
you to stay together, as kids do," Lauren shrugged. "But, nowadays, it's quite easy to see you just weren't 


meant for one another." 


Steve chewed on the inside of his lips, surprised by his daughters understanding and insight. yet, the revelation 
of Lauren and Faye carrying conversations on the topic twisted the knife of guilt deep in his side. He grimaced, 


gritting his teeth if but for a second. 


"Lauren, l.. when | met your mother, | wos only twenty. | wos a kid, an’ I'd.. never really ‘ad any feelin's fer 
anybody before ‘er, y'know? Ye know ‘ow it works, ye fink.. fink the first person ye fall fer is gon’ be the one 
fer ye, eh? An, fer a few years, | fought | wos ‘appy wif ‘er. That it wos.. as good as it would get, that it 
wos.. y'know," Steve attempted to explain, peering through his bangs up at his daughter's face. 


She nodded, her expression told him all he needed to know. She did understand. 


| know. Dad, | don't blame you for thinking mom was the one, or whatever, but you.. the way you handled it 
wasn't exactly ideal. It was pretty crappy." 


It was blunt, but true. Steve shut his eyes, the guilt weighing heavy on his shoulders. It wasn't something he'd 
ever learn to live with, the knowledge of how he'd behaved. 


"| know," he admitted, under his breath. 


"That said.. | told you | remember you and Bruce kissing, right? | don't know why, but.. it stuck with me. The 
way you looked at him. | remember how you'd look when you and mom were intimate, like when she held your 
hand in public. That sort of thing. Or when you kissed. It was so casual, like.. it didn't mean anything. Like it was, 
| don't know, expected of you. Especially as | got older, | noticed. l.. think | was seven - maybe eight - last time 
| saw you with Bruce before.. you know. And you still looked at him like that, like he.. was your entire world" 


Steve's head snapped up, an almost puzzled expression on his face. The it hit him, and he felt the heat bleeding 
into his cheeks as Lauren met his stare; held it steady. The man's mouth went dry, but he couldn't turn away 


- her dark eyes fixed on his. 


| remember.. when you said you loved mom, it was as if.. it was just something you said. Hollow, sort of. She 
always said it first, you'd mumble it, if you'd reply at all. With Bruce, l.. remember | was shocked because you 
said it first. You had your head on his shoulder, and you looked up and said it. Like the most obvious, most 


natural thing in the world. And Bruce's smile, I." 

Lauren grew quiet again, looking down at the floor and shuffling her feet a bit. She seemed awkward now, and 
Steve didn't feel any different from her. They both ran their hands through their manes almost 
simultaneously; out of mutual frustration and anxiousness. 

"l. wot do ye expect me ta say?" said Steve, after a moment of silent afterthought; the air tense. 

"I just.. | want to know, dad. | want to know more about it, | want you to tell me your side. I've.. its not exactly 
a big secret to reveal that mom hasn't talked all too kindly about it, you know. She still thinks you're a two- 
timing cunt, and Bruce is the biggest bloody tart on the planet," the girl scoffed, half amused yet half serious. 


Steve gave a bitter smile, accompanied by a snort, but it was mostly in agreement. 


I'm not surprised, y'know," the bassist muttered, sitting up straight and crossing his legs, wanting to be more 


open. 


It was difficult, always had been, but it was a necessary evil 


'It.. ta be frank, at the beginnin' l. really didn't want ta believe wot | wos feelin’, y'know? Ant.. then, when | 
couldn't deny it, | wos.. afraid. 0' wot people might fink. | always.. ‘oped | could do a bit o bof, beein wif Bruce 
an’ raisin’ ye an’ yer siblings. | know it wos.. bludi doss o' me, but | just wanted ta.. | didn't want ta disappoint 
anybody. | wanted Lorry ta be ‘appy, an’ | wanted Bruce ta be ‘appy, an’ ye, an’ meself, too.. didn't work out in 
the end, though." 


Another sigh. Rare was the occasion he ever spoke this much about the past, but Lauren deserved the insight. 
She deserves the knowledge, that much he knew. 


"l. if ye like, we could sit down wif Faye, Kerry an’ George as well. Talk it all frough," he offered, his heart 


pounding nervously at the mere suggestion, but he owed it to them. 


"I think that would be a good way to go about it, yeah. But.. | sort of want to talk about it with you, first. Like 
this," she said, gesturing towards them both and the empty office room. 


Gaze wavering for a bit, the girl cast another glance around her before she slowly padded over to her father, 
kneeling on the floor in front of him. Even if he lowered his head, now he couldn't escape her scrutiny. And he 


didn't want to, he'd been keeping it inside for too many years. 


"Dad.. are you still in love with Bruce?" Lauren finally asked, head tilted to the side as she reached out to place 


her small hand on top of his callused one. 
Another sigh. 
"Yeah. Very much so." 


"What about Emma?" said the girl, clearly unaware of the agreement between Steve and his girlfriend. "Don't 


you love her?" 


‘Lauren, luv, l.. | luv Em’, course | do, | wouldn't be ‘ere wif ‘er now if | didn't. I. learnt sumthin’ from the past, 


y'know. An’ she.. is aware o' Bruce, an’ me feelin's fer ‘im. She knew before | told ‘er." 

Lauren raised her eyebrows, in mild surprise before scowling. 

"So.. what does she say? How did she know?" 

"She found.. there's fotoalbum in the closet, y'know? Loads wif yer baby fotos an’ stuff in ‘em, sum o'.. me an’ 
Bruce. Mostly Bruce," Steve admitted in a mumbled tone, shifting to take his daughter's hand in his own and 
squeeze it. "| wos goin’ ta tell ‘er because.. me an' Bruce, we.. rekindled" 

The girl squeezed her father's hand right back, stroked it reassuringly with her thumb. Steve had almost 


expected she be mad at him, upset with him. Maybe there'd be tears, or screaming. He got neither. Instead, 


Lauren gave him a smile. It wasn't too excited, but it was genuine. 


'|.. that's why | wanted to bring this up, you know. Cause ever since Bruce came back, especially the past year, 
you've been.. different. Happier. You smile more. I've seen you at the phone, flustered and giggly. Like a bloody 


school girl. | was.. suspicious." 


Lauren laughed a little, and gave her father a teasing smirk Steve rolled his eyes, blushing harder now, but he 
couldn't exactly deny it. Him and Bruce had been on the phone more and more regularly, catching up. 
Sometimes there was phone sex involved, and the bassist prayed to god his daughter had never overheard any 


of those sessions. 

"Dad, | really do want you to be happy. | just don't want anybody to get hurt again. If Emma knows, then that's 
alright. If she doesn't mind, neither should |. She's the one who decides that sort of thing, not me. And.. | know 
this is what's best for you. But you do need to tell the others, too. And you have to tell Stan and Maisie when 


they're old enough to understand. Can you promise me as much?" 


Lauren's eyes were daring, dead serious as she held Steve's stare harshly. The man could do nothing more 


than agree, and he wanted nothing else, either. 
"| promise." 
"Thank you," murmured the girl, then she rose up to give her father a tight, long loving hug. 


Steve responded wholeheartedly. 
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Bruce whistled chipperly to himself as he poured a cup of hot tea, piling a tower of biscuits on small plate to 
bring with him into the living room. The cat was already stroking itself against his legs, nearly making him trip 
when attempting to take a couple of steps through the doorway. He swore and muttered under his breath, 
crossing over to his usual armchair and placing the items on the cofee table. Grabbing a couple of biscuits, 
Bruce moved to shove them into his mouth but stopped immediately when he felt Paddy's eyes on his face. He 
stopped the motion mid air and turned his head to the side, eyebrows shooting up in confusion and surprise. 


"What? Did you want some? Didn't think you fancied this brand," said the singer with a chuckle. 


Paddy rolled her eyes, a small smile grazing her lips as she shook her head. But she didn't immediately look 
away, instead the smile stayed in place; turning somewhat coy. Bruce scowled, now evidently confused by his 


wife's reaction. 


"What? Do | have something on my face?" he said, setting the biscuits down and feeling his cheeks and chin 
with boths hands. "Is it a spot?" 


"No, but there's something on your neck," said Paddy. 
Bruce lowered his hand, feeling along the side; up the pulse point. 


‘On my--" he was halted abruptly mid sentence, eyes growing wide as his fingertips graze a slightly flaking, 


sore area just behind the junction of his jaw. 


He remembered then, a grimace crossing his features as his cheeks attempted to decide on whether they 
should go white or red. Mortification or shame. Bruce tensed, his hand covering the spot although it was 
beyond too late to mask it now. Not that there was really any reason. Yet, he felt awkward and embarrassed. 
He'd just come home from the tour, for a couple of weeks off before they went right back to it. Less than 
twenty four hours ago, he'd been tangled up in bed with Steve. A very desperate Steve, who'd unceremoniously 
left passionate marks and hickeys in the wake of their lovemaking. Finally, the blush won out and Bruce ducked 
his head bashfully. 


"Bloody... fuck, Pad, I'm sorry, |." 


Paddy laughed, catching the singer completely off guad and he quirked his brow; looking up at her. Her laughter 


was soft, but high pitched. Genuinely amused. Then she shook her head and gave him a wry, knowing look. 


Leaning forward, she poked him in the knee with her index finger. 


"Come on, you know I'm not mad at you. It's just bloody hilarious that you thought | wouldn't notice you're 
back to shagging Harris. You're practically beaming. | mean, you're an arse when you're not feeling like yourself. 
And you haven't been for the longest time, was getting awfully irritating dealing with you being a bloody brat," 


said the blonde, her posh accent making the cuss sound completely out of place. 


Bruce didn't know what to say, eyes darting around the room. He'd been thinking about how to bring it up to 
Paddy again, sure they'd talked a bit about the on and off thing between himself and Steve that the past five 
years had brought. But he hadn't outright admitted him and Steve were an item again, as solid as their 


relationship would ever get. 


"Uh... yeah, Pad, | know. | should have told you, | just really didn't think about it first thing. Me and Harry have 
been talking about telling the blokes, and Rod, you know? Its unfair of us to keep stringing them along as we 
used to, and | finally managed to get Steve to pull the stick out of his arse." 


"Bet you replaced it with something better, " Paddy laughed and wriggled her eyebrows. 


Bruce shook his head in disbelief, chuckling at the suggestion. This was why he'd married her, he was reminded. 


She really was ideal for him, they were two of a kind despite their differences. 


"You would know," he quipped with a smirk, then he shrugged "Do you.. think | should tell the kids about it while 


Im at it?" 


Paddy pursed her lips for a while, narrowing her eyes as she drummed her fingers against her thigh. She was 
thinking deeply, and Bruce daredn't interrupt her. He'd always ask her for advice, and she'd always give him her 
best shot. Finally, she made up her mind. 


"Yeah, | think so. It's one thing when you and Steve weren't together, but if you're going to give it a second 
chance, it's only fair they know. They deserve to get the chance to ask question, wouldn't want them to walk in 
on something they shouldn't be seeing and assuming the wrong thing," she said. 

Bruce nodded. It made sense, and he didn't want to be sneaking around again. The entire idea was that this time, 
they'd be upfront about everything. Damn the consequences. This time, they were going to do it right and by 
the book. 


"Yeah.. you want to help me out with it? | could need a bit of your saintly patience, and you know, your 


advice.." the man cooed as he batted his eyes sweetly at his wife. 
Paddy snorted and slapped Bruce's arm playfully. 


"You're unbelieveable, Bruce." 


"Will you?" 

The singer stuck out his bottom lip in a boyish pout, like a pleading little boy. He made his eyes look impossibly 
big - feigning innocence. He clasped his hands in an overdramatic gesture as if to pray, held them up in front 
of his chest. 

"Pretty please Pad." 


"Ugh, fine," the blonde finally agreed. 


"Thank you, love," Bruce beamed with newfound confidence, as he rose halfway out of his seat to cup his 


wife's jaw and place a soft, appreciative kiss at the corner of her lips. "You're the greatest." 
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"Nick? Can |, uh, ‘ave a word wif ye?" 


Jan and Nicko first, Rod last; Bruce had said. That had been their agreement. So, surely this must count? Steve 
knew that, supposedly, they were to do it Together. But this was something he needed to do on his own He'd 
been thinking long and hard about it for the past few weeks before going back out on the road, after his 
conversation with Lauren. For all he knew, looking back on his life, Nicko had always been his very best mate. 
Not just within Maiden, but out of everyone he knew, really. They had a special bond, he almost thought of 
Nicko as the rebellious but kindhearted older brother he'd been missing in life. Even at their current ages, 
except Bruce and perhaps his own family, no one made him feel as much at peace with himself and his 
emotions as did the drummer. 


‘Course, ya know | always have an ear ta lend ya, mate," grinned Nicko when he looked up, in that same 


infectious manner as always. 


He'd been praticing some drum beats and rhythms, drilling his wooden drumsticks against his thighs and tapping 
his feet against the floor. Bare foot, as always. Now, he put everything aside, got up to stretch with a grunt 
and then approached the smaller man. Steve felt the bundle of nervousness overwhelming him, it threatened to 


eat him alive. If anybody would understand, it'd be Nicko, right? 


"Uh, sumwhere, y'know, private," the bassist mumbled in a hushed tone, earning himself a confused head tilt 
and then a shrug. 


"Wha'ever ya say, ‘Arry. But it's just us here.’ 


Steve didn't reply, only grimaced and simply cocked his head to the side as he motion for the older man to 
follow him down the corridor; hands buried deep down his front pockets. The last thing he needed now was to 
fiddle, or to appear as nervous outwardly as he felt on the inside. Instead, the bassist led the drummer to the 
more secluded area around the lounge room. Today it was just the two of them, they'd purposely met up when 


their schedules aligned to work on the rhythm sessions together. 


Mostly, it was just an excuse for them to hang out and make smalltalk, and for Steve to get a much needed 
break from the rowdy family life. And, additionally for this occasion, Steve had figured it might be a good 

opportunity to bring one particular skeleton out of the closet to hang with them. It may just be the two of 
them, but the bassist didn't particularly fancy the idea of Mrs BcBrain or Justin crashing the party at this 


time. 


Steadying himself, bracing himself for what was to come, Steve padded over to the coffee machine at the 
farther corner of the area and poured himself a cup of espresso. Not his favourite per se, but it'd do. 
Drinking it would make for some sort of distraction, and anything he could shift his focus onto would be fine. 
Even now, he felt Nicko's inquisitive gaze on him, it made his skin crawl; the man so anxious that he was 


almost beginning to feel slightly sick to the stomach. 


"So, we're here. Must be s'mthin' grand, since you're being so bloody secretive about it, eh?" laughed Nicko, 


amused but intrigued while he dropped down on the throw couch at the middle of the room with a loud thump. 


The drummer folded his hands behind his head, making himself comfortable. His expression was expectant, his 
interests clearly perked. It made Steve wince, as he waited impatiently for his coffee to finish. He hoped Nicko 
didn't catch the tremble of his hands when he fumbled for the mug, careful not to spill any of its contents as 
he trodded over to the other man He sat down on top of the sturdy coffee table, right in front of Nicko. He 
tried to convey that whatever he was going to say, it needed the older man's full attention As if on cue, the 


blonde's demeanour changed from jovial and amused, to more serious and concerned. 
"Everythin' alright, ‘Arry? You're awfully quiet, been all day," the man said, eyes full of worry. 


Steve shrugged casually, taking a sip of the scalding coffee and hissing as it burnt his tongue. Pouting, he set 
the mug aside on the table top and rested his palms against his thighs. He couldn't look up, opting to hide his 
face behind the thick veil of brown curls coming down around his face. 


"Nick, l.. dunno ‘ow ta say this. Ye know I'm not the best bloke wif.. words, an’ that sort o fing," he began, 
grasping at straws while he attempted to keep the paranoia and panic at bay. 


| won't push ya, y'know. Just go ahead, talk ta me," the blonde encouraged with a friendly, reassuring smile as 


he straightened up to rest one big hand on the younger man's shoulder; giving it a firm squeeze. 


Steve couldn't help but smile. This was what he liked the most about Nicko; the no nonsense attitude. The way 
he'd always make him feel welcome, and secure. Like whatever he had on his mind, he was free to bring it up. 
It was a relief, to say the least. Running one hand through his hair, Steve huffed; feeling jittery and almost 


unable to sit completely still. The nausea was becoming slightly more persistent and pronounced. 


"Fanks... Nick, l.. this is sumthin’ I've been.. meanin’ ta tell ye fer God knows ‘ow many bludi years. | fought.. | 
‘ope ye won't fink differently o' me, y'know. Fuckin’ ‘ell." 


Steve grunted, rubbing at his forehead. It felt clammy with cold sweat despite the Summer heat; as did his 
palm. He was truly afraid now, he couldn't even deny it. Terrified of being judged, however ridiculous the notion 


may be. 


"Is it ‘bout wot | think it is, Steve?" said Nicko softly, a small smile on his lips as he sought the younger man's 


gaze. 
Steve flinched, unsure of what that meant. 

"l. wot do ye fink it's about?" he stuttered, voice hitching in his throat. 
"Ya an’ Bruce?" 


Nicko's voice was a question, as much as it was a statement. So knowing, yet a bit uncertain Steve shuddered 
as the tension wore off of him, gasping against his will when he sucked in a deep breath. He felt almost faint, 
his head spinning. He didn't know why, there was clearly no traces of accusation or disapproval in Nicko's 
approach. Yet, his hands shook more violently and he grasped hard at the fabric of his own baggy jeans. 
Anything to stay sane; stay level headed. He didn't want to have a panic attack over this, out of all things. It 
wasn't justified. The bassist squeezed his eyes shut, fighting against the anxiety. 


"Oi, Steve, breathe. Breathe. Take it easy, mate," said Nicko, as he placed both hands on the bassist's upper 
arms; his grip firm and steady but well meaning, rubbing soothing circles. "Deep breaths, ya know the drill. 


There. Ya can do it." 


Steve listened, he'd always found it easy to trust Nicko; to rely on him. Despite his own closed off nature, the 
drummer made one of the few exceptions to his rule never to openly display weakness. Slowly, he began to 
relax and the nausea faded. Warmth bled back into his body, the icy chill fading away. Finally, his glassy eyes 


filtered open, shame glowing in them. 
"Fuck, m.. a bludi baby." 

The blonde shook his head, furrowing his brow as to defy that statement. 
"Nuh-uh. Like ‘kin hell ya are" 


Steve exhaled shakily, tipping his head backwards to stare up at the ceiling. His eyes transfixed on the dull lamp 


until coloured dots floated across his field of vision. 


"Ya thought | was gort judge ya? Ya should know me by now," said Nicko, with a fond expression, eyes full of 
affection "An’ | ain't blind, none of us are. Its quite easy ta see ya both got some sort of thing goin’ on 
Especially seeing as it ain't the first time | hear of good ol! Brucey shaggin' blokes." 


Nicko's husky chuckle made Steve smile shyly, and he couldn't help but let out a small, breathy laugh himself. 
He knew he'd been working himself up all over nothing, deep down. Finally, he dared meet the other man's eyes 


head on, dared expose himself and all of his vulnerabilities. 


"Fanks, Nick. Ye know | appreciate it..." 


"Wot are mates for, eh? Just happy ta see ya gettin’ along again, took ya long enough ta figure ya need the 
sex ta keep ya both civil." 


Nicko winked with a naughty grin, and let Steve's arms go in favour of poking him playfully in the chest. 


"Now, if ye dont mind, how ‘bout ya gimme some of them dirty details, eh? Who's the top? Bruce, innit? How 


far do ya go? Does he blow ya? Eat yer arse?" 


"Sod of fl" Steve giggle snorted, face going beet red as he haltheartedly swatted the drummer across the head 
- he wasn't about to admit to enjoying any of those things out loud. 


"I knew it!" the older man exclaimed victouriously and got up to run before the younger man could get to him, 


both still laughing. "Is he as good with that mouth of his as they say?" 


"Stuf it! 


Steve hid his burning face in his hands, but he couldn't hold back his laughter. 
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"Fuck, Bruce, not ‘ere..!" 


Steve hissed under his breath, doing his best not to be heard as paranoia made his gaze wander across the 
dimlit bus bunk area. Yet, it hardly managed dissuade the singer, as the man pushed both hands up under the 
hem of the bassist's baggy tee; sliding the garment up to expose the chest and abdomen. Steve's breath 
hitched as familiar thumbs flicked his already peaked ripples. Bruce just always knew how to persuade him into 
relenting, eyes sliding halfway shut and mouth hanging open when the singer's tongue traced the outer rim of 
his belly button before dipping inside. 


“Sumbody might.. Bruce, we're not bludi kids anymore," he attempted to feebly protest, despite the way his 


body was reacting to the younger man's ministrations. 


His cock was already swelling, throbbing needily between his legs as Bruce looked up with wanton, wide blown 
pupils. The singer licked his plump lips slowly, smacking them together and smirking; dimples on full display. It 
made the length twitch treacherously, and Steve knew Bruce could feel it when he palmed the ever growing 


bulge. 


"Don't think this bugger agrees with that statement, you know," the younger man wheezed hoarsely, pinching 
and twisting one pink nipple tight. 


"Uhn..!" 


Steve bit his bottom lip hard, barely managing to muffle the whine that wanted to flee his throat. He panted, 
chest heaving as he attempted to catch his breath through his nose; hands fisting in the bed spread beneath 
him. Of course, it had been Bruce's idea; the singer slipping one hand between his legs and burying his face at 
the side of the bassist's neck before he was given any vocal approval. Steve had never been able to resist, the 


temptation too great. Even at this age. 
"Want me to suck you off, Harry?" 


The singer's tone was lascivious, dripping with thinly veiled lust. It made Steve shudder, the firm palm pushing 


down and rubbing just across the sensitive head of his cock. His hips spasmed in response, arching upwards. 


"Always so fucking eager for me." 


Steve snorted indignantly, but didn't complain. Instead, he took a deep breath when the other man popped the 
button of his fly open Slowly, the rasp of the zipper being tugged down greeted his ears. He wriggled, his thin 
briefs feeling too tight, too restrictive. A deep, husky chuckle - and then the waistband was pulled up. Soon 
enough, Steve found his lower half completely exposed; pants and underwear discarded in a messy heap at the 
heel of the bed. He felt the goosebumps, his swollen cock resting against his lower belly. He felt the wetness of 


his own precum dampen his flesh. 

"Fuck, don't you look delicious," moaned Bruce appreciatively, his amber eyes hooded and greedy. 

One of Steve's hands came up, blindly, searching for the back of Bruce's head where the fingers slid into 
shaggy brown strands. The singer laughed, a deep, dark sound that made the bassist's balls pull up. But he was 
met with no resistence when he gently urged Bruce's head downwards, until he felt the tip of the other man's 
button nose graze the vein straining along the underside of his shaft. It twitched at the brief touch, Steve's 
right leg quaking. 

"So, do you want me to suck it or not?" 

"Bruce." Steve whimpered, pouting. 

"Say it" 


"Bruce" 


"Yes, that's my name. Now say it." the singer drawled, almost cooing in a sing songy voice; the pad of his 


thumb running over the flared head and smearing beads of precum. 

"Mhn.. fuck." Steve hissed, hips stuttering once more. "Ah - alright - suck it." 
"Suck what?" 

"Fer fuck's sake Bruce, suck me prick." 


The bassist almost snapped, eyes flying open and glaring daggers down at the singer; mind foggy with lust and 
frustration Bruce chuckled and rolled his eyes at the all too evident yearning. But he obeyed, amusement 
gleaming in his eyes while he circled the base of the shaft with his fingers. He guided it to aim skywards; 
Steve feeling jitters run through his body, making his fingers jerk involuntarily. Uncontrollably. Warm, moist 
breath gushed over the plump, wet tip. And then, full lips closed around it. Enveloping only the pink head. 
Tongue running over the slit; prodding at the sensitive area just behind the head. A tight suckle. 


"Fuu-uuck.." Steve groaned, the curse rumbling through his chest; the hand in Bruce's hair grabbing ahold and 
clinging to the short strands for dear life. 


Bruce moaned in turn, the vibrations making Steve's cock damn near buzz. His eyes fell shut; it was impossible 
to keep them open. The singer pulled back, flicking his tongue over the head a couple of times. Licking it like a 
popsicle or a lollipop, lathering it with saliva and spreading the already exisiting precum evenly. The bassist's 
body shuddered; from head to toe. And then the mouth was back on him; that burning hot, sinuous cavern 
Wet, smooth, plush. Descending. Inch by inch, painfully slowly. All the way down to the root, until Steve felt 
those full lips mold against the base of his cock. Until he felt Bruce's nose bury itself in his pubes, felt the 


whisps of heavy breathing against the erogenous area 


For but a mere second, the singer stayed still. Immobile. Then, he swallowed. Hard, throat constricting where 
Steve's length passed the pallet of his throat. Cheeks hollowing. Then again. Taunting, languid. Steve wanted to 
thrust upwards, but firm hands at the sides of his hips kept them pinned in place. All he could do was tip his 
head backwards, press it into the pillows, and moan. The grip on Bruce's hair tightened as the man’s skillful 
mouth ascended. That too was slow, torturous. It drew the older man insane. Only the tip remained inside the 
singer's mouth; the cool air chilling the saliva along the length that was exposed to it. Steve hissed Bruce 


dropped down, and swallowed. 


Steve's hips shot up, despite them being mostly pinned. Forcefully, uncontrollably. Luckily, Bruce was ready, and 
he chuckled deeply through a mouthful of cock. He repeated the motion, effortlessly. Steve's head was 
swimming already; the singer had always been ungodly good at giving head. He'd no right to be, but the talent 
was there. A natural. Or, supposedly he just possessed no gag reflex. For better or worse. 


That, was when Steve noticed one of Bruce's hands slip between his legs; the tips of index and middle finger 
trailing faintly over the sensitive perineum. He gasped softly, hips wriggling; fully aware of their intent. Raising 
one leg, Steve willingly hooked it over Bruce's shoulder to offer access, splaying it to the side. The fingertips 
found their goal, circling the tiny entrance hidden between the bassist's plump ass cheeks. Smaller circles, 
closing in on it. Steve whimpered, the tip of Bruce's tongue busying itself by teasing the slit in the head of his 
dick again. The mouth released it, and Steve protested meekly when the singer coated his two fingers with 


saliva. 


Bruce dropped his hand again, repositioning the digits. At once, Steve was filled all the way up to the third 
knuckle. With both fingers. At the same time, the younger man swallowed him to the hilt in one fell swoop. The 
bassist made a throaty, gurgling noise; eyes rolling back into his head. The penetration stung, but only for a 
second or two until the fingers began to work his prostate. Now, Steve's hips jolted back and forth: torn 
between fucking the mouth around his dick, and riding the fingers impaling him. Already close; he felt the 
orgasm simmering just out or reach. Felt the first tingles running through his loins. Bruce's head was moving 
fast, his hand matching the rapid pace. 


"B-bruce.. l." the bassist tried to warn in time - even if God himself came down from Heaven and told him to 


stop, there was no way he could restrain the powerful climax. 
‘Oi, Harry, | saw ya goin’ back here earlier, was gon’ ask if you'd seen Bru---" 


Steve's eyes flew wide open in horror, head snapping to the side as the colour drained completely from his 


face. A pathetic squeak fled his mouth, getting caught in his throat. Bruce still had his painfully hard cock 
halfway down his throat; completely frozen in place. In shock, the singer gulped, and shifted. That was all it 
took. 


The bassist felt pure mortification wash over him in time with the overpowering surge of a mind-numbing 
orgasm. He felt himself go cross eyed, vision faltering; spilling bursts of cum into Bruce's mouth. The singer 
choked, taken aback and pulling away. Coughing violently, smearing dribbling seed over his own chin and the 
bassist's inner thigh area. Extracting his fingers. 


Still trembling in the aftermath, Steve forced his eyes open Hoped it was all a bad dream. But no. In the 
doorway stood Rod, an undiscernable expression etched onto his features. As if he couldn't quite decide on how 
to react accordingly to the scene before him. His reading glasses sat perched at the bridge of his nose, while 
still clutching the all too familiar notebook under his arm. The one him and Steve used to write down their 
mutual ideas and agreements regarding tour props and expenses in, along with other similar matters. Now, it 


was threatening to slip out of his grip. 
"Uh, it's, uh, not w-wot it looks like." 


Steve blabbered, trying to break the silence but if anything; the awkwardness became even more tangible. 
Almost palpable. Bruce shifted, his mouth finally letting the older man's softening dick go completely with a slick 


pop. Steve noticed him licking his swollen lips, remnants of cum clinging to them. 


"|. think we should have a word about this. After ya two get your arses dressed," said the manager slowly, 
each syllable drawn out as if he was doing his best not to lose his temper; or his own sanity. 


"Actually, we were supposed to tell you, we've been discussing it fairly recently," the singer pointed out, 


attempting to sound calm but his nervousness wasn't very well concealed. 
"That would be, uh, adequate.. but | think I'd prefer if ya, y'know, get dressed first," said Rod, turning his gaze 
to the floor and his face taking on a red flush; now he had apparently settled on embarrassment as the most 


suiting emotional response. 


Steve reached for his pants, covering himself up as best as he could. Bruce wiped his face with the back of 
his hand and sat back on his heels. 


"l. hope we're not in trouble, y'know." said Bruce with a sort of cheeky grin, but there was a boyish sort of 


bashfulness to his eyes; like a kid who'd got in trouble with at school. 
"l. no. But we will discuss this. Seriously." 


With that, Rod excused himself and backed out of the room, averting his eyes before shutting the door behind 


himself. Steve could hear him huff and curse before leaving. 


"Suppose us saving him for last wasn't the brightest idea I've ever had," Bruce joked awkwardly. 


"Ye don't fuckin’ say?" 
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"Morning," Bruce purred softly as he larked his arms around Steve's shoulders from behind, and buried his 


nose in the soft dark mane of curls. 


The singer chuckled, breathing in the all too familiar scent of coconut milk shampoo. He felt Steve tense just 
for a moment at the initial touch, but then the other man melted into his embrace; leaning back to allow the 
contact. Bruce knew it might not be the most secluded area, and he couldn't help but be amused by the way 
Dave and Adrian's eyebrows shot up from where they sat perched across the table. Nicko only gave off a 
smug smirk, and Rod rolled his eyes at their antics. Janick seemed to have some sort of knowing expression 
going for him, head tilted halfway to the side. Bruce had suspected the man already knew what was going on 
behind the scenes, and this was the proof he'd been waiting for. 


Bruce also knew that Steve had told Nicko everything. They'd agreed on exposing their secret together to the 
band mates - Rod being the odd mishap, and it was still awkward to spend time just the three of them 
together - and initially Bruce had been pouty, learning that Steve had told Nicko already. But he understood it, 
in a sense. Nicko was Steve's best friend, if Steve felt confident enough to tell anybody and be brave for 
himself, it'd be him. And therefore, the singer thought it would do no harm for himself to deviate from the 


rest of their plan. It had already been altered anyhow, so what difference would it make? 
"Slept well, love?" 


The singer kept his attention solely on Steve, ignoring the odd looks exchanged between their band mates. For 
once, they hadn't shared suites. Usually, the arrangement would consist of renting two different ones, before 
one of them would sneak over to the other's room unseen. This time, Steve had had business to do long past 
midnight and Bruce was exhausted for once, so they'd said their goodnights early in the lobby with a soft peck 
on the lips before parting ways. 


"Uh, s'pose so," the bassist mumbled; he sounded shy and Bruce was almost sure he was blushing, although 
the angle prevented him from seeing it. "Yer up early, y'know." 


"Yeah, | was going to sleep in, but then | missed you in my arms." 


Bruce almost burst out laughing when he heard spluttering from across the table, glancing up to watch Adrian 
choke on his morning coffee and Dave just staring wide eyed at them in bewilderment. Rod was awkwardly 
looking to the side, as if he'd just been revisited by the unwanted mental image of Bruce with Steve's dick 
halfway down his throat. The younger man smirked; a smug look crossing his face as he combed his fingers 


through the bassist's silky curls, pressing a chaste kiss to the crown of his head. 
"Bruce, wot are ye doin." 


Steve sounded insecure - not mad or afraid - simply unsure of what was going on And of course, bashful as 
always. He was smart, he must be getting the gist of it, thought Bruce as he shifted to gently run both hands 


down Steve's shoulders and upper arms. Then, they went back up again, caressing gently. 
lm breaking protocol," the singer chuckled. "Don't you think its about time we just let it happen?" 
"Wot do y--" 


The moment Steve spun around to face him, neck craned upwards to meet the other man's eyes; Bruce took 
advantage of it. He dipped his head and planted a firm, unceremonious kiss on the older man's lips. Steve froze; 
eyes wide in shock and body going rigid as if he forgot what he was supposed to do. The singer let his own 
approach soften a bit, molding his lips sweetly to the older man's for another couple of seconds, letting Steve's 
body relax before pulling back with a small smacking noise. A wide beam splitting his face in two, grinning from 


ear to ear; Bruce ruffled Steve's wild curls. 
"There. Wasn't so bad, was it?" 
"What the hell was that?" 


Bruce's head snapped up, locking eyes with Adrian. The guitarist was still bug eyed, clearly perplexed. He was 
leaning forwards across the table top, brows slightly furrowed. Dave sat next to him, leaning back with his 
arms folded across his chest. Shaking his head in amused disbelief, the smile on his face clearly conveying his 
feelings towards the incident. 


"A kiss," said Bruce with a shrug, and finally opted for letting Steve go in favour of slipping casually down on 
the empty chair next to him. "Don't you and Nat kiss, eh?" 


"But.. we're.. what?" 


Adrian looked even more confused now, glancing around himself at the rest of the band. Bruce let his eyes 
follow. Nicko was snickering softly to himself, a hand not so subtly over his mouth as he attempted to muffle 
any noise. Jan had his arms behind his head, legs crossed, looking thoroughly pleased and giving the singer a sly 
wink. Rod was staring at the floor, face clearly flustered. Suddenly, Bruce felt a tad worried as he turned back 
to the bassist poised by his side. Steve's shoulders were slumped forwards, face hidden behind his manw. He 
was clearly bashful, maybe even embarrassed It made the singer feel guilty, as well as a bit hurt. Cautiously, 
he reached for the older man's callused hand. Relief washed over him when Steve allowed the touch, the 


bassist consciously tangling their fingers together. 


"You want to spell it out for them, or should |?" 


Bruce's voice was soft, as he attempted to scrutinize his lover's features. An audible gulp and a small sigh, 
then Steve looked up. He appeared much more determined than the younger man had expected, a fire in his 


dark eyes. 


"Might as well do it meself, eh," he said with a shrug, looking anxious but braving it. "Me an’ Bruce.. are a 


couple, | s'pose, o' sorts." 
"You suppose?" Bruce pouted, lightly elbowing the bassist's side. 


“Alright. We're an actual couple. ‘Appy?" the bassist scoffed, rolling his eyes in brief annoyance before his 


expression softened into a nervous smile. 


"The hell.. did you know?" Adrian scratched the top of his head, looking more baffled than anything else, as if 


he had missed out on picking up on something. 
"Oi figured a long time ago," Jan stated, "it's nae like they've been all that good at hiding it” 


"Don't bloody remind me," Rod winced and grunted, covering his eyes with his palm. "At least fuckin’ Ade didn't 
find out the way | did. Count your blessings." 


"I. don't think | want to know how you found out." Adrian grimaced, eyes darting back and forth between the 


pair and Rod in a suspicious manner. 
"| wanna know! Who was on top?" 


Nicko spoke up in his usual loud excited tone, and scooted a bit closer to Steve. His ears were perked, eyes 
wide and bemused. Like a child on Christmas Day. Glancing at the bassist, Bruce giggled at the sight of a deep 
crimson flush creeping into his cheeks. The man was worrying his bottom lip with his teeth, as always when 
nervous. Bruce ran his thumb over the back of the man's hand, reassuringly, and it seemed to help him settle 


down. 
| think that could wait for another day," said Bruce, leaning into the bassist until their upper arms brushed. 


"I ‘ope it won't.. make fings any different fer ye, me an’ Bruce bein.. y'know," Steve muttered suddenly, and it 


was clearly directed foremostly at Adrian. 


The guitarist looked down at the table top in front of him; looking a bit ashamed and very thoughtful. It took a 


moment before he looked back up, making his decision. He shrugged casually, shaking his head. 


"Nah. I+ shouldn't, | suppose. Like you said, no difference from me and Nat, is it. That said, | don't think I'd fancy 
seeing you two get it on" 


Bruce laughed softly and felt Steve relax; felt the way the tension left the older man's muscles and heard the 
small puff of a relieved exhale. He'd been holding his breath, apparently. Turning a bit towards the bassist, 
Bruce nudged his nose against the side of the man's face and pressed a kiss to the droopy jowl at the corner 
of his lips. Steve almost ducked his head; earning a small chuckle from Dave. 


"I'd think that answers the question who wears the pants," said the blonde, narrowing his eyes smugly at 
Adrian who grimaced next to him. 


"Sod off," Steve snorted, the tip of his nose glowing red by now. 


Still, he didn't protest when Bruce dove in for a second small peck Instead, to the singer's surprised, he turned 
his head and responded to it with an affectionate kiss on the lips. 


"Just don't bloody chew each other's faces up in front o us, thanks," the managed exclaimed from the other 


side of the table; but this time, he too sounded like he was having fun. 
"For your pleasure, we could shag in your bunk tonight," Bruce shot back, smirking coyly. 


"Don't you fucking dare!" 


Old Habits Die Hard 


Author's Notes: 
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"| seriously thought we were beyond this, Steve." 


Bruce huffed dramatically, defiantly folding his arms across his chest as he glared in annoyance at the other 
man. Steve was leaning over the mixing board, tweaking a couple of settings here and there and scrauling 
instructions on sticky notes to inform not to reset anything. He didn't respond initially, but instead continued to 
write a couple of more notes and put them in place. It made the singer stomp his foot impatiently. 


"Wot is it?" the bassist finally straightened up, rubbing at his temples with both hands and giving the singer a 
tired look. "Wot ‘ave | done this time?" 


Bruce pursed his lips. Either Steve was playing the fool, or he was truly oblivious. The singer wasn't sure 
which possibility bothered him the most. He drummed his fingers against his arm, sighing softly and raising his 
eyebrows. He didn't want to fight. They hadn't had an argument for such a long time that he was actually 
reluctant to instigate one. But it felt warranted, he really did have a couple of gripes to pick. 


"The key, Steve." 


‘Its the same key as always, y'know," the bassist looked confused, eyes narrowed as if he didn't see the 


problem. "We always play E, always ‘ave. Wot's wrong wif it now?" 
"Well, firstly, I'm not twenty five anymore am |. | have to think about my pipes." 


Steve's expression slowly changed, as if he understood where the issue laid. As if realization dawned upon him. 
He glanced over at the mixing board, putting his hands on his hips. Great, it was going to be one of those days. 
Stubborn Steve, refusing to budge an inch. Deep down, Bruce knew it wasn't really worth the effort. It wasn't 
like he couldn't still belt out the high notes, he'd just like a few more tunes that wouldn't strain his vocals 
quite as much. He could use a breather in between. He'd been close to drawing injury lately, and if he did some 
irreparable damage, then what? Would Steve attempt to replace him? Not relenting, Bruce took a step closer; 


eyes fixed on the older man's face. 
"Ye sing it perfectly fine, still, y'know," the bassist simply said. "Avent noticed anythin’ off wif yer voice." 
"flattery won't get you anywhere, Harris." 


‘Its the damn truf," Steve snapped, giving the younger man a sharp, dangerous glare. "It sounds better this 


way, we bof know it. We change the key, an' itll end up jumbled, all the instrumental parts. All over the place. 
Wouldn't be able ta tell the bludi guitars apart. This is best fer the ‘armonies, y'know." 


"And if | can't sing two years from now because of it?" 
"That ain't goin’ ta ‘appen:" 
"You don't bloody know that!" 


Bruce threw his arms out in frustration, voice growing louder and much less restrained. He watched the 
bassist flinch, the corner of the older man's lips twitching as his jaw clenched. It wasn't worth the argument, 
not really, but the singer couldn't back down now. He just wanted to make the other man think, to at least 
have him consider the fact. 


"So? Two years from now, | might not even be able ta bludi play anymore either way, y'know. Me back is bludi 
killin’ me ‘alf the time. So wot difference does it make?" 


"What are you talking about?" Bruce gave the older man an incredulous look. "This isn't about you." 


"An it ain't about ye, either. It's about Maiden, an wot's best fer the band as long as we can all get the work 
done, innit? As long as ye can sing the damn songs, ye'll sing ‘em. As long as | can play, I'll play ‘em. When it's 
frough, it's frough." 


Bruce pinched the bridge of his nose, shutting his eyes and counting silently to ten. He couldn't be bothered, 
and he did understand where the bassist was coming from. However little he liked hearing it. With a heavy sigh, 
he relented and gave in against better judgement. Not that Steve looked very happy about his small victory, 
Bruce noticed as much when he studied the man's face after opening his eyes. Instead, the bassist looked 
weary; tired. As if he hadn't slept in weeks. A bit rough around the edges, a bit worn down. Dark circles around 
his eyes. 


"There's nothing wrong with you, is there?" asked the singer softly, as he cautiously approached; concern 


colouring his tone. "You look quite beat." 


"Huh? No.." Steve shook his head, smiling but his eyes remained sad and distant. "l. l'm ‘avin' surgery done on 
me knee, eventually. Doc says | should give it a year or two, just in case. Stpose it just ‘ad me finkin’ about wot 
an ol bugger I've become. S'pose they can ‘eal the knee, but wot about me back? Ain't goin’ away now, can't 


bludi well replace the spine." 
Bruce felt relieved, but he nodded in understanding. He did sympathize with the older man's concerns. Another 
step, and he reached out to cup the side of Steve's face in his palm; the pad of his thumb brushing over one 


wispy sideburn. 


"That's good, though. About the knee, | mean. Noticed you've been limping more and more the past couple of 


years, was quite bad last tour. | didn't want to say anything, you know? Bet you can't wait to get back out on 
the football pitch." 


"Fuck, ye've no idea ‘ow much | bludi miss it," the bassist admitted, leaning into the caress wholeheartedly and 


shutting his eyes. 
"Want me to show up cheering you on in the appropriate attire, too? Mini skirt an’ crop top?" 


"Ye better not even joke about that," Steve cringed, and giggled softly; locking eyes with the younger man. "Ye 
fink it'd be worf it, wif the surgery?" 


"Course | do," the singer said, honesty shining in his eyes. 


"Fanks, luv," murmured Steve. 


Airport Shenanigans 
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Steve got no farther than off the platform - Emma and five out of six kids in tow, carrying one huge sports 
bags of necessities under each of his arms - before Bruce appeared. Half jogging, half power walking, the 
smaller man hurried towards him, still clad in his fancy pilot getup. Arms open wide. Steve grinned shyly, 
glancing over his shoulder at Emma who gave him an encouraging nod. No spite. With that unspoken permission, 
Steve dropped both bags to the ground and met Bruce's embrace half ways with a hug of his own. The Singer 
practically jumped at him, throwing his arms tightly around the bassist's neck with a huge toothy grin 
plastered onto his face. 


Steve wasn't sure how long it had been since they'd met in the flesh. Likely their last recording session 
featuring vocals about three months ago. Maybe more. It felt like an eternity, but their schedules just wouldn't 
align. Bruce had his daytime job, had so much business on his plate. Steve felt a bit left out, but he 
understood. Now, the tour was finally starting up, and it already looked to be a good one. 


Arms larking around Bruce's broad shouldered frame, Steve pulled him as close as he would physically go. The 
singer's body was warm and welcoming, as always, and the older man almost shuddered when the singer briefly 


buried his face against the side of his neck and gave the pulse point an intent peck 
"| missed you, Harry," he whispered, next to the bassist's ear only for him to catch. 


| missed you too," Steve breathed before thinking; pressing his face into the younger man's soft, cropped 
shaggy strands. 


Another couple of seconds they maintained the embrace. Then Steve, albeit reluctantly, pulled back. He 
regarded the smaller man's face, took note of quite a few more gray strands than last time he'd seen him. He 


furrowed his brow. It wasn't that it looked bad, he just wondered whether Bruce was somehow stressed. 
"Bloody hell, you've gotten skinny, Harry. Could feel your bloody ribs." 


The singer's voice was a bit shocked, as if he hadn't fully noticed it until now. His eyes were wide, face a bit 
pale while he ran his gaze up and down the bassist's frame. Steve had indeed lost some weight since the knee 
replacement surgery; being able to exercise again had done wonders. He'd be sure to take a morning run every 
day, and he was eating healthier. Keeping track. He didn't want to stress either of his knees again. And it felt 
good, being in control of his body. 


‘lm runnin’ again. Back on the field, as well, y'know. Been playin’ loads o' footie, ta keep me knee in check," the 


bassist admitted, and he couldn't help but grin; proud of his achievements. 


Bruce didn't seem too convinced at first but after a moment of silence, he seemed to accept it with a curt 
nod. He then moved closer again; placing both hands at the sides of the bassist's neck and tangling his fingers 


in soft curls. 


‘lm happy for you. Remember you could barely walk last time | saw you, hopping around with your bloody 


crutches." 
Steve grimaced at the memory. 
"Don't bludi remind me, fuckin’ toppled over wif ‘em when! wos tryin’ ta get ta the bludi loo at night" 


Bruce clearly couldn't supress the giggle-snort, no doubt visualizing the struggle the bassist had endured. It 
was humourous now, looking back at the ordeal, but it sure as hell hadn't been at the time it occured. 


However, the two men were interrupted when Steve felt a small tug at the sleeve of his hoodie. 
"Daddy, we're still going to the Toy store, right?" 


Turning his head to look down, the bassist stepped away from the singer and met the gaze of his youngest 
daughter. Maisie looked a bit sad, a bit jealous almost, where she clung to her father's shirt sleeve almost 
desperately. Fondly, Steve reached out to smooth back the girl's dark hair as he gave her a reassuring nod. 


"Course, sweet'eart. Just wanted ta say ‘ello ta Bruce," he said. 


"Steve, l'm just going over to the corner shop. Going to get something for the kids to eat, do you want 
anything?" 


Emma's voice greeted them both when she approached, and Steve almost jumped, he felt guilty for forgetting 
her presence despite knowing his giving Bruce open affection wouldn't harm her. She had given him the green 
light years ago, and there was no malice in her eyes. She seemed geruinely happy for him, however odd the 
arrangement might come across. Behind her, George whispered something in Stanley's ear and the younger boy 
made an exaggerated grimace before dissolving into a giggle fit. The two boys both peered over at their father 
again, this time George joined in on the snickering. Steve smiled back awkwardly and shook his head, turning his 


attention back to his girlfriend. 
"Uh, no, I'm alright... or, y'know, ye could get me a bottle o' water?" 


The woman nodded her head, her expression appearing as if she was making a mental note. She then turned 


her attention to her daughter. 


"Mags, do you want to come with me or are you staying with Daddy?" 


Steve noticed how the girl clung even tighter to him, her grip on his wrist intensifying as her gaze darted 
between him, her mother, and Bruce. Then she shook her head. 


"| want to stay with Daddy. 


"Alright, be nice to uncle Bruce," Emma said, wagging her finger playfully at her daughter before ruffling her 
dark hair. "And you better be, too" she added, pressing a small peck to Steve's cheek before scurrying off. 


"| suppose | should say hello to you too, eh? Been a while, hasn't it?" 


Bruce chuckled softly and shifted to squat down to the little girl's level, resting his forearms against his 
thighs. He seemed to study her face with a soft, inviting expression as Maisie clung to her father's leg. The 
bassist admired that, enjoying how good the other man had always been with his kids. He knew they all liked 
him; especially Lauren and Faye had developed a soft spot for the singer. Glancing down at his daughter, Steve 
tucked one arm around her gently as if to protect her and reassure her there was nothing to worry about. 


But also urging her to be brave, and to respond politely. 


Maisie was of course used to travelling, and to the other band members, but she only rine. It was still 
nervous for her to see them all again, given the long gaps in between meeting up; Steve knew as much. He was 
trying to make it easier on her, knowing he had to divide his time spent on tour evenly between his family and 
Bruce. 


‘Oh... hello, Bruce," said the girl shyly, as if she'd forgotten they had company; peering up at the man with her 
big, dark eyes as she blushed. "Daddy missed you." 


Steve jolted a little. He hadn't expected that, and he quickly avoided the singer's eyes in favour of staring down 
at his own feet. He shuffled them awkwardly. 


"Oh, did he now? Did he tell you that?" asked Bruce with another bright beam that Steve caught when he 
peered through his bangs. 


Maisie shook her head, seeming to relax a little as her hold on her father's arm softened until she let go 


completely, taking a couple steps towards Bruce. 


"No, but he smiles when he's on the phone. Mommy says he's talking to you when he does that, and 
sometimes she says | have to come with her so he can be alone." 


Bruce chuckled softly, leaning forward as he focused all attention on Maisie. Steve stroked his daughter's hair 
again, softly, encouraging her just a tad more. She was better at handling strangers than he was, he'd come to 


realize. Although Bruce wasn't exactly a stranger. 


"Really? Why does she say that?" 


"She says you play adult games over the phone. What sort of games are they?" 


Bruce's eyes went wide with surprise and Steve gulped. Neither man had seen that coming, and they both 
simply froze in spot. The singer's mouth hung briefly open, and Steve felt his throat itch as his mouth went 
dry. Then, Bruce began to chuckle; peering up at the older man with a mischievous gleam in his amber eyes. 


The corners of his lips turned upwards, and then he clasped his hands; looking back down at Maisie. 


"We can't tell you that, sweetie. It's secret until you get older, it's called adult games because only adults can 
know about the rules," the singer explained, and it wasn't that farfetched of an excuse. 


Maisie seemed to pout, but she didn't talk back. 


"You're not going to play with Bruce all the time now, Daddy? You promised me we'd go to the Toy store," she 
simply said, glancing up at Steve who struggled to hold her stare; still embarrassed over the topic. 


Bruce shook his head, and straightened up; dusting off his knees. 


"No, he won't. | wouldn't dream of snatching your father and making him break his promise. We'll wait until you 


go to sleep, if we want to play, won't we, Harry?" 


The singer wriggled his eyebrows suggestively at the bassist, and Steve felt a small tingle running down his 
spine; he knew what that implied. And he was anticipating it greatly. Emma was expecting him to sleep in 
Bruce's suite tonight, he hadn't even had to ask. She'd been the one to bring it up first, and he couldn't very 
well deny that he wanted to. Rolling his eyes, the the older man shrugged it off as much as he could; his 
daughter taking ahold of his hand when he glanced down at her. 


"No. No games, an’ we'll be goin’ ta the store. Ye know | keep me word, Mags," he reassured; pinching Maisie’s 


cheek with his free hand and she grinned widely back at him. 


"Let's go then, Daddy!" she cheered, tugging insistently at Steve's hand and he couldn't help but budge and 


follow her; throwing Bruce a meaningful look to make it clear he expected his company. 


The singer got the hint, walking up beside the bassist and letting his hand brush the older man's tentatively as 
they walked. Had the area been secluded, Steve would have taken it without hesitation, but the airport simply 
didn't provide enough privacy. The cuddling earlier had been risky enough, they didn't need to play with fire any 
further. Yet, when Bruce leaned in closer to Steve's ear; the bassist couldn't help but shudder, the hairs at 
the back of his nape rising when the man's hot breath gushed against his earlobe. 


"I really do hope you're intent on keeping every promise you've made, you know." he said in a sultry tone. 


"That last text you sent was... very promising." 


Steve glanced at Maisie; who had her full attention ahead of them while she continued to pull at his arm and 


made sure he kept her pace. 


"|. would fink so, yeah," he mumbled in a hushed tone, once again feeling heat bleeding into his cheeks. 


"Sounds nice. I've been missing burying my cock in that tight arse of yours." 


The singer's voice was hoarse, and for a split second; his eyes revealed all the pent up desire hidden within It 
made Steve's breath hitch, the thought of having to wait until evening torturous. But, in the end, it would 


make it all the more worth it. 


Domesticity 


Author's Notes: 
Wow, another chapter? Unbelievable, | know. This is mostly fluffy and sappy, but hopefully not too ooc for 


these old buggers. Do enjoy, and leave a review if you like! 3 


Bruce sighed, shifting as he laid back on the couch; arms folded neatly behind his head. It wasn't like he wasn't 
satisfied with the current arrangement of their realtionship, quite the contrary. There was no direct sneaking 
around, no guilt or need to worry about their spouses finding out about the affair. No hurt or animosity. Yet, 
something was missing. He had been thinking about it for the longest time, been wanting to at least discuss the 
subject. He had a hunch Steve wasn't going to be too pleased or into the idea, but it needed to get out. He 
needed to clear the air, unwilling to allow the tension to build between them until they were at each others 
throats again. At least at the moment, with them having found a rare blank space in their both their 


schedules aligning, there was time to solve a possible dispute. 


With another heavy sigh, the singer allowed his gaze to leave the spot on the ceiling it had been fixed on and 
travel across the room. All he saw from this angle was Steve's back and the familiar wild mane of curls 

cascading down it. The bassist's arm was working, as he scrawled ideas for song lyrics and bass lines silently 
into his notebook. Every now and then, he'd hum or stop to tap his fingers rhythmically against the desktop. 


"Harry?" 

The scribbling came to a halt, and Steve spun halfway around on his office chair to face the singer. He looked 
a bit tired, his eyelids drooping more than usual, but his expression was more surprised and confused by 
anything. 

"Ye done wif the show?" 

"It ended an hour ago." 

Bruce glanced momentarily at the tv-set. He wasn't even sure what was on at the moment, shrugging 
noncomittally. He'd been engulfed in a fresh documentary covering the latest developments on the aerocraft 
field - something that would literally bore Steve to bits. It was a strange bit of domesticity in their all but 


normal mutual life, and the bassist had opted to find some poetic inspiration while leaving the other man to 


wide eyed watch the program. 


"Oh," said the older man, giving off an almost sheepish look as he put his pencil aside; rubbing the tip of his 
nose with the back of his hand. "Ye could ‘ave told me, y'know." 


"Didn't fancy interrupting, looked like you were making quite a bit of progress there. Anything worth using?" 


"Dunno, s'pose there's a couple o' lines ‘ere or there. Would ‘ave ta let the blokes take a look at it first," said 
Steve, casting a quick eye back towards the notebook before promptly shutting it and turning the desktop lamp 
off - stretching his arms above his head with a grunt. 


Bruce smiled, knowing he had the other man's full attention back on him. The buzz of the rowdy commercial 
interrupting whatever was on hardly phased him, instead the singer offered a look of sympathy when his lover 
grimaced visible and winced. He watched as Steve lowered his arms slowly, cautiously. 


"Your back again?" he asked, trying not to sound too concerned, too doting - it wasn't really like him. 
"It is wot it is. Can't do much about it at this point either way." 


Steve's done was dissmissive, matter of factly. Bruce couldn't resist rolling his eyes; it wasn't like he could help 
himself. Especially with how skinny Steve was getting, how worn out he appeared. The bags under his eyes 
were more prominent than ever, his lips chapped, his hair dyed just a few shades too dark and making his face 
seem all the more gaunt. Pursing his own lips Together, the singer rose up silently to pad across the floor and 
prop himself down on the desk next to the older man. Tenderly, he reached out to smooth back the bassist's 
soft curls, half expecting to be rejected but instead pleased when the other allowed his eyes to slide shut as 
he leaned into the touch. 


"You haven't been yourself lately, you know. And don't bloody talk back, we both know it's true. Not since the 


surgery, you.. is there something | should know about? You're not sick, are you?" 


Steve flinched at that, craning his neck to look up at the younger man with furrowed salt and pepper brows. 
His jaw was hard set, and Bruce was already putting up his guard, steadying himself for the inevitable scolding. 
They might argue, might end up fighting - a more uncommon but not nonexistant occurance these days - but 


it needed closure. 


"Why do ye keep bludi askin’? Ain't like | wouldn't tell ye if it wos anythin’ worf mentionin’," the bassist huffed, 
rubbing absentmindedly at his bad left shoulder. 


"Knowing you, you most likely wouldn't. Would be nice to know what we're dealing with," stated the singer as he 
took his hand back to run it through his own half length silver strands; feeling frustrated and pinching the 
bride of his nose for leverage. "Look, | don't fancy bloody pressuring you, but it's not like you'd just toss it out 


there on your own, is it." 
"Cor Bruce, l'm alright" 


The bassist's tone was insistent, but Bruce knew better. He could tell there was something there, something 
unspoken hanging between them. Shifting, he nodded towards the other man and Steve knew what he meant. 
Rolling forward a bit on his chair, Bruce shifted to settle at the middle of the desktop spreading his legs to 


offer adequate space. Steve moved into position, leaning only slightly forward to offer Bruce access as he 


poised his chair between the other man's legs. Bruce put his feet on the arm rests, and Steve draped his legs 
halfway over them; grunting softly while the singer began rub soothing, slow but firm circles over the sore 
area at the base of his neck. 


"You aren't, though. Alright, | mean. You don't bloody eat, | don't think I've ever seen you quite this skinny, you 
know. You were getting quite chubby for a while there," Bruce finally said, after a moment of silent and Steve 


sucking in sharp breaths as the knots his tense muscles and joints made were worked through, one at a time. 
‘Its nuthin’, just under loads o pressure at the moment, is all 
"Really? You've been under pressure before without fucking starving yourself” 


"S'different. ‘Aven't ‘ad much time fer meself, wot wif the tourin’, an’ the promotions, or wotever. It's bollocks, 


but it ‘as ta be done, y'know." 
"You've never done it touring with Maiden" 


"Tourin' wif Maiden ain't the same, alright? | do more o' the ‘ard work now, it's on me ‘ead. The schedule is 


tighter now, | s'pose. It's really nuthin’, Bruce. | ain't lyin’, or wotever." 


Steve sounded honest, and Bruce wanted to believe there was a part of himt hat could detect dishonesty after 
all their years together. But then, Steve could still be a bit of an enigma, could still mask a lot of his emotions 
and his inner thought. And the singer wanted to press on, just a tad, to make sure there really was nothing 
hidden away. Allowing his hands to become gentler, the singer let his fingers comb through the several inches 
of silky curls before letting them glide into the locks. Slowly, Bruce began to trace circles and patterns along 
the older man's scalp, and he felt the tiny tremor wracking Steve's body. The bassist had always been weak 
for that sort of thing, and the singer took advantage of it by running his thumbs over the other man's 


earlobes. The small gasp escpaing Steve's lips wasn't missed. 

"Bruce," he said, half under his breath but it was determined, daring the younger man not to go there, almost. 
"You promise you're not ill? I'l have your bloody bollocks on a platter if it turns out you're shitting me, Steve." 
It was so rare Bruce used Steve's actual first name, that he could tell the other man was almost unnerved 
and irked by how serious and sombre the tone of the situation was getting. And the singer felt a bit misplaced, 
so used to being the difficult one. 

"Fer fuck's sake. No, there ain't nuthin’ wrong wif me, alright? It's just, less weight means me knees will ‘old out 
longer, even wif the surgery. An’ it's ‘arder ta eat right on the road wif the bludi gluten thing. It's just that,” 
the bassist gave up tipping his head back into the other man's lap and meeting his eyes; gaze intense and 


sincere. "An. spose its a bit tuff wif the crowds, ye know me an' people ain't.. the best o' friends." 


Bruce nodded, still worried but less so. Dipping his head, he placed a chaste kiss on the other mar's lips; 


allowing himself to linger in that position for a moment and feeling Steve's hands come up to rest gently at his 
kneecaps. 


‘It's hardly my fault you're so bloody difficult. If you'd just said it right fucking away, | wouldn't have to fuzz 
over your sodding arse half the time," said the singer when he finally pulled back, waving his index finger with 


a stern look as to lecture his lover. 


"Yer the one ‘oo won't take me word fer it," huffed the bassist, but his shy smile was genuine even as he 
rolled his eyes. 


"Suppose I'll just have to feed you myself whenever we do get the chance to meet up, eh? | know you're quite 
the fan of proper British sausage and eggs." 


Steve snorted in amusement, shaking his head in disbelief even as a deep red flush bled into his cheeks when 


Bruce added a suggestive eyebrow wiggle for good measure; offering the older man's earlobes a gentle squeeze. 
"PFFF, am | fuck as like. Yer no better, though, y'know. Cunt" 


"Nah, | prefer smokey ham a la ‘Arry," smirked the singer and licked his lips, smacking them loudly. "With a bit 


of cream sausage on the side, course." 


"Bludi ‘ell, yer fuckin’ mental," Steve whined, unable to suppress the embarrassed laughter while he hid his face 


in his hands. "Bludi nasty." 


"That's why you love me though, innit," the younger man was quick to point out, he himself wheezing and 


ruffling the bassist's mane fondly. "Least, you love that | love your juicy arse." 

‘Ought ta trade ye off ta the rest o' the ‘ookers down the street.” 

"But you wouldn't have anybody to eat you out, then. Doubt Emma would be as good of a substitue." 

"Ugh, don't even mention it..." 

Steve simply kept shaking his head with his face hidden, but the toothy grin on his lips was genuine and the 


singer was satisifed enough with that. After all, he hadn't seen the other man this amused in months, and he'd 


take what he could get. 


